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Di earning with Plato,- -was it but a clrerpi ^ 

Oi him who, wandeimg by Cephisus’ stream, 
Gave to^the listening vales the deep Socratic 
theme 

Say what sweet voice the weaned heart shall cheet , 
Win the glad smile, oi wake a-fiPection’s teai , 
Whdt foim shall glide within the half-clos’d dooi, 
What small light footstep pi ess the silent flooi 
What ivoiy aim around his neck shall twine, 

And say, or seem to say, — ^this hour is mine » 
What voice shall ciy, — away, my love, away ’ 
The nightingale is now on eveiy spray, 

Come, heai the enchantei’s song, and welcome in 
the Moy* 

Ah ’ say why heie do art and natuie poui 
Then chaims conjoin’d in many a vaiied store, 
Why bloom, by Flora’s hand adoin’d, my boweis, 
Why dance my fountains, and why laugh my flowei s^ 
Along each velvet lawn and opening glade 
Why spieads the cedai his immoital shade? 

The biooks that waible, and the hills that shine, 
Chaim eveiy heait, and please each eye but mine 

Though gleams the page by jealous time urn oil’d, 
Wheie the long shelves expand then rows of gold, 
Tho’ their rich leaves the pictui’d missals spiead’ 
With knightly tale, and gothic legend fed , 

Woe to the wight who once those witching tales 
has read^ 
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Tho' lopid each latticed bowei and shaded lOom 
Soft airs waft fiagiant with the citron bloom 
Then blight festoons the flowery woodbines biaid 
Wed tree to tiee, and join the distant shade 
^ While from each sculptur’d urn, in beauteous row, 
The iich geranium spreads its scailet glow 
Beneath the southern sash the myitle bears 
Our ruder winteis and inclement airs 
Though round the walls the pictur’d tablets shine. 
And all the wealth of Titian’s art is mine , 

Yet no sweet voice its silvei music wakes, 

O’er my fond eye no form of beauty breaks, 

No gentle hand my morning meal prepares, 

My studious noon, my evening saunter shares , 

No steps of gladness wander through the giove, 
^No lute IS sounding fiom the soft alco-ve, 

And 'when the summei sun sinks down to rest, 
This cheek lies pillow’d on no loved one’s bieast 

Poet and fiiend ’ fiom eveiy haunted giove, 
Wheie, wild of wing, young fancy loves to love , 
Where’er thy devious footsteps wont to stiay, 
Each muse, each giace, companions of thy way, 
Pause o’er the page which friendship gives to fame. 
And maik the veise mscnbed with Painell’s name 
See the poor minstiel leave his silent toweis, 

His moss-giown gaidens, and neglected bowers. 
Pleas’d for a^yhlle with pilgriin-steps to loara, 

He found m Twickenham’s groves a dearei home, 
And sooth’d alike by fiiendship and the museg 
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^or one brief moment would his sonows^ose 
With St John’s convci^e the slow hours beguile, 
And win with song approving Harley’s smile 
Yet duly, where the evening willows wave, 

Seek the lone giot, and weep o’er Anna’s gia\e 

Where dost thou flow(methinkshi& voice I lieai), 
Thou nameless brook, whose warbles soothe my eai , 
Where spread, thou soft and visional y scene. 

Thy gentle lawns and sunny slopes of green 
How wild tlie music steals from yonder vale ^ 
What sweets are breathing in that western gale ’ 
Why gleams thy spire, sweet hamlet yet un- 
known , 

Ah ’ might I call thy pastoral charms my own » 
Find in thy shades the long forsaken lyre, ^ 
And wake to nobler flights the sleeping wing of 
fire ” 

So duly as the vernal blossoms smile. 

And win to gladness our reluctant isle, 

When Venus wakes her loveliest smiles again, 
Mounts her biight car, and calls her roseate tram , 
Chaim’d by thy voice. Heave my books andboweis, 
Well pleas’d with thee to share the social houis^ 
Secure to find (so close oui fates agree). 

The friend, and such as Parnell found, in thee 

Say (foi thou know’st), how glides the various day, 
How time, with thee conversing, steals away 
And oh^ lecall (too swift oui oleasuies fiv,') 
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Those ki'^idliei seasons and that softei sky 
Thiough the long mom, from ait to ait we loam, 
(For genius here has evei found a home) 

^See giace and tiuth young Newton’s brows en^ 
wieathe, 

From Chantrey’s hand the softeiTd marble breathe , 
The wond’nng sti anger pausing as he cries, 

’Tis he — the friend long lost — that smile, those 
eyes 

Restoi’d aie his, — ah ’ now he time defies ^ 
Pleas’d we behold another Reynolds shine, 
Lamented Lawience ’ m each touch of thine , 

So puie, so tiue, the aeiial colours fall, 

And blend with life the animated wall , 

Flush’d with iich Natuie’s hues, the temper’d ray 
♦Steals into shade, and softly melts away 
From Peel’s fair eyes such sti earns of radiance 
flow, [glow, 

On Richmond’s cheek such bright carnations • 
While Genius builds his throne on Canning’s 
thoughtful blow 

Or if the Tiagic Muse her sceptic wield, 

All eye — all ear — intent with tears, I yield 
To Kemble’s charms — Nature with Art — I heai 
Siddons levived again , — and now appeal 
(Would he had seen her, but he is no moie , 
Whom I remember on the midnight floor, 
Breathless, with daggei clutch’d, and dnpping 
goie, 

Would he had seen her — but the silent bier 
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llath pass d Lausanne’s still waters) — nc/^ appeal 
Each sweet i ejected foim that Shakespeare diew 
Veiona’s pallicl flovvei surchaig’d with dew, 
Young Juliet — eie hei biidal lobes weie woin, ' 
Sleeping with death — alas ’ that fatal mom ^ 

And she whom Hamlet lov’d, the Danish maid 
foiloin 

Sweets to the sweet ’ — not flowers, but tears we pay, 
Ch aim’d by Thalia’s laughing eyes away 
The goddess comes ’ ah ’ let not that gay smile, 
Breathing each varied grace, thy heart beguile , 
Though Miith and Pleasure kindle on her biow. 
Though bright the gleams of love and Ian ghtei glow, 
Yet thou each soft seductive glance distiust, 

And feel that beauty is not always just 
E’en as I speak, behold the Enchantiess flies, 
While at her feet departing pleasuie lies 
Ah ^ had she still adorn’d the comic scene. 

Then all that Oldfield was, had Mordauiit been 
The Poet’s page had hail’d her growing fame, ' 
And future Drydens dignified a name. 

Of beauty moie profuse, and more secuie fiom 
blame 

One moment lingei ’ — lo ’ from Venus’ boweis 
Descends the youngest of the roseate Hours 
She comes m all her blushing beauty borne, 
Fiom the far fountains of the purple mom 
Aurora’s self f what time her brow resumes, 
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The bjTght refulgence of its golden plumes 
Sylph of the eaith ’ — the sky’ — and oh ’ as lau 
And beauteous as hei sisteis oi the air 
In that sweet foini what vaiied giaces meet, 

Love m hei eye, and music in hei feet 
Light as the bounding fawn along the lea, 

Oi lithe bud glancing on the summer tiee, 

Light as the foam when Venus leaves the wave, 
Oi blossoms flutteiing ovei Apiil s grave 
Maik on yon lose lights the celestial tiead, 

The tiembling stalk but just declines its head 
Bweet Aiiel floats above hei as she springs 
And wafts the flying fan , and lends her wings 
Now wreathed in radiant smiles she seems to 
glide, 

With buoyant footstep, like Fa\onius’ bride, 

Oi Psyche, zephyi-boine to Cupid’s blushing 
side 

Her light symai m lucid beauty sti earns, 

Of woven an, so thin the texture seems. 

Pound her small waist the zone young Ins binds, 
And gives the sandals that command the winds , 
A thousand voices challenge Music’s thione. 
Daughter of Air ’ tins enipiie is thine own, 

Here Taglioni reigns unii vail’d and alone 

Now either paik invites — to deck yon plain. 

See all Palladio’s skill revived again 
There the biight palace leais its regal state, 

The sculptur’d column and the trophied gate, 
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Spreads the iich frieze m maible beauty r^und, 
And calls the distant quarry from the giound 
Each minor'd wall m silvei lustre blooms, 

And Peisia blushes through her flow’ry looms 
Theie the blue lake reflects the growing scenes, 
The glittering ten aces, and pendant greens, 

How glow its banks ’ how winds each opening glade, 
Thro’ blooming thickets, and thro’ walks of shade , 
A bolder shoie the adminng waters lave. 

And the green island trembles in the wave 
Mark, where new vistas ope, new temples rise. 
And Athens smiles beneath our northern skies 
The Enchanter calls ’ — ^the mountain waves its 
brow, 

Thiough softei vales the obedient ii\eis flow, 
Yon bending arch,wheie Thames his tiibute pouis, 
Spans the long wave, and weds the opposing 
shores. 

Pleas’d he receives his granite yoke again, 

And glides with gentler murmur to the mam 
Now m thy calm suburban walks we stray, 

Oi catch from beauty’s lips the waibled lay. 
When masque and music close the long declining 
day 

From yon giey Abbey maik the glitteiing beam. 
O’er the rich shrines with luby lustie stream, 
Lighting the oriel , — tread, ah ’ gently tread * 
Each stone a scholar’s, or a soldiei’s bed 
Yon time-wom tombs, and sculptui’d maibles hold 
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Name^^ 'raid the mightiest of the eaith emoird, 
Warrior and sage , the eloquent and strong, 

Ah » only weak, least valoui lead to wiong 
The lips that once admiring nations heaul, 

The aim, whose stiength retieatiiig legions feai’d 
There lies the lightning glance that Rodney flung, 
Theie sleep the thunders of a Chatham's tongue 
Film ^micl corruption’s ciy, ’mid faction’s band, 
The unshaken Abdiel of a faithless land 
(A voice once heaid — silent how many a yeai. 

In the mute senate listening — ^ v ouldst thou hea» 
Tully, or him of Tarsus, now diaw near 
Crouch’d the pale minions then — he stood alone 
And shook the impending tempest fiom the thione 
Theie meek as wise, m all his wisdom just, 

And true to natuie, there is Newton’s dust 
At every step the exulting bieast shall glow, 

No vulgar weakness force the tear to flow 
The blameless bard, the unblemish’d statesman, all 
Whose heaits responsive throbb’d at Fieedom’s 
Theie lie — alike their task of duty done, [call, 
A Someis here, and theie an Addison 
To Virtue’s eye, awful the dust appears, 

The gathei’d treasure of a thousand years , 
Honour’d, but not deploi’d ^ — ah ^ where enshrin’d 
As there, the immortality of mind ^ 

The Patriot’s breast, the Poet’s tongue declare 
That half the gloiy of the world is there 

With awe we \isit, oft unmaik’d the name, 

Ec^ch spot that Genius conseciales to tame, 
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;^The bleeding scaftold, or the dungeon’s g’fcom, 
The sacied gloiies of the maityr’s tomb 
Wheie, when the fires of death moie fiercely rise" 
Sweet Hope, with bosom calm and radiant eyes, - 
Absolves the doubtful justice of the skies 
There shine, where Sidney fell, the oppiobrious 
There the grey virtue of aCianmei calls, [walls, 
Foims how benign attend bis closing years. 
Majestic sorrows — ^penjtential tears * 

Tender lemorse, and soft upbiaidmgs sent 
By the contnteheait,and conscience ughtly bent, 
Fetching forgiveness home through punishment 
Theie Bussell stood — while love and beauty nigh, 
Watch’d each low word, and caught each chang- 
ing eve 

Gaz’d on the gleaming axe, the headsman’s frown, 
And the iich blood that stain’d the tyrant’^ ciow n 
In yon dim aisle unmaik’d a Milton sleeps , 

O’ei Rawleigh’s giave indignant virtue weeps, 
Gieatest, when all were great — seiene and gay,' 
Theie Moie, unmov’d beheld life’s closing day. 
And fiownmg on his foes, gieat StiafFoid stood 
at bay 

Nor be the names unhonouTd in the page 
Of faithful memory, calling back hei age 
With tears of holy joy and love divine ^ 

To hang a pensive wieath upon the shrine 
Ot them who put — m haid affliction tried — 
Ciosiei, and ciown, and jewell’d lobe aside, 
Begging with earnest zeal to be denied 
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Left £^1, and fled — fled to life’s holier shade, 
Changing tjie sceptie foi the peasant’s spade 
Pei chance a monarch on his thione to-day, 
To-moiiow, what'"^ a heinnt lone and grey. 
Asking of neaven in penitence to pi ay 

And such was he whom time could nevei wrong, 
(His name would sanctify the weakest song), 
Who left high Lambeth’s venerable towers, 

For his small heritage and humble boweis, 
Conscience and faith his guide — and what if now, 
Taking the mitre fiom his aged biow, 

(Ciowds round his knees, and many a fuuow’cl 
cheek, 

And glist’ning eye, that seem’d indeed to speak 
Better than language, seeing him depart, 

In the meek sorrows of a silent heait 
Soft gentle deeds, blossoms of lo-ie, that hung 
Ever aiound him, — could they want a tongue? 
Teais too fiom childhood, and the woids that call, 
‘ Fathei and Fiiend’ — ^were heaid alike from all 
Gently he pass’d beside them, with a mien 
Temper’d with hope and foititude seiene , 

Noi deem him unattended with a train 
Of more sublime emotions, free from pam 
Of doubt or feai, — like an unclouded day 
Upon the golden hills m endless lay, 

A well-spimg in his heait without decay. 

As one who knew that god a home had made 
Foi those he cheiish’d, m the humblest shade 
Now with his staff, on his natemal giound. 
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Amid his 01 chard tiees he may be found > 

An old man late returned, wheie he was seen "j 
Sporting a child upon the village green I- 

How many a changeful yeai had pass’d between, J 
Blanching his scatter’d hairs — yet leaving there 
A heart kept young by piety and piayei , 

That to the inquiring friend could meekly tell, ^ 

“ Be not for me afflicted — it is well 

For in my great integrity I fell 

’Twas in my gieat mtegiity I made 

The choice that sends me to my native shade 

Lo ’ Themis hall ’ — theie the coif’d serjeant 
dia\\s 

Through winding eloquence the Noiman laws 
Yet Justice theie, severely kind, lepairs 
The widow’s wrongs, and dues the orphan’s tears 
Leans with delight on Eldon’s honour’d name 
(So wise his counsel, so matuie his fame), 

And owns (forgot the bieath of public rage) 

The more than Hardwicke of a later age 
Time-honour’d thou shalt be^ — and though thy 
years 

May now speak no continuance, and the feais 
Of good men hang around thee — though a line, 
Written by me, shall meet no eye of thine 
Yet will I m my giatitude, thy name ^ 

(Oh » that my veise weie lasting, and that fame [ 
Went with it), unto all in praise proclaim J 
While otheis speak thee, wise and leain’d, of 
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Aibite^, such as England seldom saw 
(Mute silence listening, and each dubious plea, 
Taken by reason to thy firm decree) 

Statesman and sage — a better, I will lend 
A higher title still — the geneioiis fiiend 

The summei sun is set— daik autumn shiouds 
His dripping pinions in the southern clouds 
Thro’ the pale woods the showers of foliage sweep, 
And the rough surge is whitening all the deep 
Now round the social fiie, and steaming uin, 

O’er fragiant cups the studious lamp we bum , 

Oi dream of days (ah * why should fate deny ’) 
Long days beneath Ausonia’s golden sky 
On Mmcio’s banks, at shut of evening hours, 

The bee is sleeping m his aik of floweis 
Past aie the Julian hills — and lo ’ the plain 
Spreading by soft Adeste’s gieen domain 
Now with the shepheid on Soiacte’s biow, 

Gazing the marble city , now below, 

Wheie Tibei’s pale and silent wateis flow 
With nicest taste oui evening banquet glows, 
From the rich flask old Gascon’s vintage flows 
And though the stais aie set, we still prolong 
The cheerful converse and instinctive song, 

With many a tale the friendly feast refine, 
x\iid jest that sparkles in the flowing wine 
Yet ouis to scorn the foul insatiate stain 
Insidious Circe, and her siren train 
Chaste are the guests the timid muses bring, 

And chaste as crystal dews, Apollo’s spring 
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^Thus pleas’d we hail oui W-lm-t’s gifts lejjn’d, 
So blight his numbeis, and so puie his mind 
Gentle and good ’ if greatei praise thei e be 
Oi nioi^ enduring, it belongs to thee, 
Accomplish’d W-lm-t’ — ^thy seienei eye 
Unmov’d beholds each tempting pleasure nigh 
Far from the fears that softer minds await, 

With the sweet muse and sounding lyie elate 
Oh, eloquent of song * whose dawning ray 
Now burns and biightens into piirei day, 

Not thine the lovei’s flowei -encircled chain, ^ 
Long yeais consum’d at beauty’s feet in vain, }■ 
Delusive hopes, and pleasure’s laughing tiam J 
Not thine the Teian blooms, the Lesbian wieath, 
Bedew’d uith wine, and iich with beauty’s bieath, 
Chaims not thine eai the sweet Piovcnqal tale, 
Noi Amo waibling down the Etnuian vale , 
Young love m \ain his myitle wand supplies, 

111 lain her spells the soft enchantiess tiies, 
Though the blight shaft is wing’d with light fiom 
B-g t’s eyes 

We lead alternate, and alternate hcai 
Songs that might win attention’s choicest eai , 
Rich with the spoils of all Castalia’s dew, 

And tiuths that haughty Athens only knew 
Those tiagic strains, worthy the Delphic shime, 
Of Thebes, and Pelops’ race, and Tioy divine, 
And not unheaid the suige’s midnight loai 1 
Bieaking on the pioud solitude, that boie [shoie > 
The v^aiiioi’s wounded cues fiom Lemnos’ lockvj 
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Cruel ^leucadia ’ and ye winds that sweep 
Round every Giecian isle, and hallow'd steep ’ 
Why mourn’d ye not, when injur’d beauty gave 
Her gloij^, and hei genius to the wave , 

Why heard unmov’d the immoxtal notes expiie, 
The buinmg bieath of love, the eethenal song of 
file ^ 

Each mystic spnng that feeda the Aonian well 
Is ours — the music of Gyrene’s shell , 

Or that, the later lay thou lov’st, that told 
Of those bia\o kings, and of the fleece of gold, 
Then plows to Phasis turn’d, ploughing the 
Euxine old 

Gazing the wondious baique, — the Centaiu band 
Shake then huge manes, and stamp the oozy stiand , 
Loud conchs ai e sounding from each mountain cave, 
And thiough the ghtteung woods baibaiic lances 
Oi if the Doiian leed delight thine eai, [wave 
The shadowy vales, and wild bads warbling neai 
The spaikling streams that down their channel ' 
shine, 

The muiraui of the bee, the whispering pine. 

And sun-gilt cliffs piupled with many a vire» 
Sweet violet banks beside the silvei wave, 

And fountains flashing from then locky cave 
While satyi-foims, and sounds of sylvan feet 
Pass by, and nymphs flying with sandals fleet 

Leave Phasidamus, and the stieam that shines 
c Of old Anapus, and the muimuiing pines ^ 



XVI 


DEDICAIORY EPISTLE 


And let the Syracusan shepheid sleep 
Wherethrough cool grots the g lancing wateis leap ’ 
Now wake the harp that Chios loved to hear 
In his K)ne caves, (no doubtful legend feai) 
When Time himself was young — by Meles’ stieam 
An old blind man was sitting , while a gleam 
(It was Apollo’s) lit his cheek, and young 1 
And old around m mute attention hung , r 
Ionian girls were with him as he sung, J 

Each with hei lover, and with lips apait 
All stood, and breathless, and with beating heart 
Gods ^ ’twas a witching tale ^ — of heaven-built 
Tioy 

And bught-hair’d Helen, and the shepherd boy 
Fiom Ida’s shoies, and how the billowy tide 
For hei he cxost, and beckoning to the bade, 

^ Come to green Ida’s pines, my couch is there* 
he cried 

Beautiful Helen ’ by thy shepheid’s cave 
Ah ’ wilt thou dieam with me of Simois’ fairer 
wave^ 

And leaning on thy lo\er*s bosom say, 

While lound thy feet its spaikbng waters play, 

* * Foi ever, gentle sti earn, ah ’ here for evei stray 
Then did the minstrels of the house lament, 

As from her bower the queen of beauty went, 
Went, gliding with soft footstep, and unseen, 
Fled with hei lovei o’er the ocean green. 

And he who home returning, in his gate 
Found soriow, and a hearth all desolate; 
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Disgiac’^ by her he lov’d — forsaken — left, 

Ot all the tieasuie of his heart bereft, 

O^er hei pale statue (she was imag’d there,, 
•E’en m his hall) gazing with mute despair, 

Jfler damask'd chambeis of then mistiess bare, 
Hei handmaids weeping round, — with tearful eye, 
He knew the nuptial bowei, and left it with a 
sigh 

Then the red beacons wav’d their beaidaof flame, 
Then o’ei the deep the mailed wainois came, 
Breathing revenge — ‘‘ disgrace he brought, and 
shame. 

To the Atridss — a dishonour’d name ” 

Pale Asia trembled, as the kindling strain 
^Woke the fieice war, and shook the ensanguin’d 
plain , 

The battle bled — Scamandei i oil’d with gore — 
What shades are moving on the moonlight shore ^ 
Who waits expectant of her lord’s return 
In the Argive halk^ what festal torches bum ^ 
Alas^ yon broken armour, and an uin. 

Is all she holds — all that is left to tell, 

Beneath baibaiic spears the flower of Hellas fell 
Break off’ — for time is list’mng to the lay, 

Heard from the syren shores, along the bay 
Of green Paithenope — the later theme 
Imraoital, sung by him m mystic dream, 

Who^e marble seat is still on Arno’s shelving 
stream 
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The song is clos’d — See Nature’s dailing laid 
An infant yet, in Avon’s classic shade 
Hark * his wild notes are floating down the va^," 
Like blossoms scatter’d m the summer gale 
I mark thy hand each latent thought refine, 
Stamp with the seal of tiuth the Delphic line , 
O’ei Fletcher’s sopg bid new-boin P’ty weep, 
And wake the Muse of Shnley fiom hei sleep 
Oh, fiiend » as oft I hail thy taste refin’d, 

Thy gentle manneis, thy congenial mind , 

Those studious hours that leave no page un- 
known. 

Of all that Rome oi Athens call’d their own , 
Thine the fan flowers on Tiber’s banks that smile, 
And thine a wieath fiom each iEgean isle, 

With, many a -violet mix’d from Britain’s gothic 
pile, 

Sc^uie of fame, thy future path I see, 

4nd maik anothei Parnell use in thee. 

Farewell ^ e’en now I leave, wheie Thames’s wave 
His lucid miiroi spreads by St John’s giave, 
(Yon little hamlet, once a vulgar name, 

Lives m the lines that mark the statesman’s fame 
And studious he each nobler giace to blend. 

At once the senate’s strength, the poet’s fiiend) 
For my lone woods I quit the insatiate thiong 
(The child alike of soirow and of song) , 

And still the same, as when I wandei’d pale 


i 
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By fai S(}iiento*s cliiFs, and Soiga’s vale, 

Or when Aidennes’ gieen foiests saw me loam 
Then leafy glens, nor wish a fauer home 
f then, St Hnheit ’ who so pleased as me, 
JJfVandeiing at will, beneeth thy foiest tiee; 

Or vheie the antlei’d heids at eaily dawn 

Graze the gieen wealth of many a fioweiy lawn, 

Or listening in thy chapel, legends old 

Of the brave knight, and of the spuis of gold, - 

By the giey Saciistain in inysteiy told 

Yet what if tune aiound my temples pom 

Its lenient dews, a sweet exhaustless stoie. 

And Natuie, to regain what giief may pait, 
Spiead the fiesh tide of teehng lound the heait ? — 
Fled IS the Mom of Life ^ yet left me still, 

The vale secluded, and the whi&peiing nil 
Content amid the silent woods to lieai 
Soft falls of watei muimuiing ni the eai 
View the wild floweis then fiagiant bells untold, 
Spiead the small leaf, and ope then cups of gold 
Round the still pool the maitlefs vving to see, 

To maik the linnet w^aibhng from the tiee, 

Or to bis nectai’d hive watch home the yellow 
bee 

Or now at Eve, fiom the tall mountam^s ciest, 
Catching the purple splendouis of the West 
Y'on level length of shoie — the headland giey, 
Far seen — and many a ba^ge and pinnace gay, 
With flag and flashing oar mooi’d in the golden 
bay 
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Pass’d IS the spangling showei — well pleas’d I hail 
The emeiald bow that seems to span the vale 
Through the still meads then oft my steps are seenp 
Where the small hamlet spreads its sti aggling green^ 
Its little orchard plot — the smiling field, 

Mid tufts of aubmn foliage half conceal’d, 

(The Leveret’s haunt) yon bank of yellow bioom, 
And the sweet odouis of the trefoil bloom , 

And not un mark’d the Naiad’s hand that leads 
Her winding waters thiough a thousand meads, 
(While more i emote, where the low hills extend, 
Bright purple heaths and russet fallows blend), 
Foi there the humble vntues love to rest 
Secure, and sheltei’d m the peasant’s nest , 

Like the sweet tenants of the hive, they dwell, 
Gentle companions of the poor man’s cell 
Pleas’d memory tells, how waim his bosom 
glow’d 

Poi ills prevented, or foi good bestow’d, 

While the small mite, in love, in pity given. 
Touch’d by his hand, became a gem in Heaven 

Uplift the latch that opes the matron’s dooi , 
Though low the'roof and scanty be her stoie, 

Yet meek content, and patient laboui there, 
Spread the small couch and eat their evening fare 
Safe, where no ills molest, no cares invade, 
Watch’d by the genius of the rural shade , ’ 

And when that sleep(such monaichs seldom knew) 
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Has bath'(a them m its soft celestial dew, 

Rise from their rest (ere the blue moinmg bieak 
^lom the fiesh heaven, oi eaily bieezes wakeP, 
bcatteimg the glist'nmg diops fiom off the thoni, 
<^i hst’ning III the copse the huntefs hoin) , 

4ud duly as the sun, and day by day, 

Xheacl the same path through life’s unweaued way , 
Their frugal virtues wisdom's eye admires, 

Where prudence guards what industry acqunes 
The glassy brook — the bee-hive at the door— "1 
The golden sheai — the garden’s fiagiant stoie, r 
Then, little wants supply, they ask no more J 
While leisure loves m these sequestei’d boweis 
The soft oblivion of the silent houis 
And are theie not who oft have cued m vain, 

^ Ah, give to me my lusset weeds, again 
See, bending o’er hei wheel with patient caie, *1 
Hei cheek just shaded by hei nut-biown hau, r 
Content the cottage maid is singing theie J 
How fresh foi hei the veinal zephyi blows ^ 

For hei how fair the puiple moining glows * 

Hei's the green earth m all its beauty given, 

And her’s the biight transparent dome of heaven 
Tiled natuie lests — the sun declines his rays, 
Round the waim hearth the evening fagots blaze 
Stretch’d by the cheerful fire, the genial board. 
They wish not Russell’s wealth, noi Gideon’s 
hoaid 

Nor envy they, by summei fountain laid, 

’fhe lords of Chatswoith, oi of Ragley’s shade 
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Wall del mg I see at twilight’s geiitlebt hour 
Thei^ligbts that lingei on the village towei, 
Watch the soft clouds then faeij' lustre leave, 
Like isles, that gem the emerald sky of eve, 
Catch every changing hue, the ambei fold, 
Bright luby gleams, and lakes of floating gold , 
Refulgent tints, that mimic art defy, 

And spread a noblei puiple down the sky 
Now o’ei the vale descends a darker hue, 

(The distant milhsail lessening to the view) 

And where the grange its garners bioad extends, 
Foiest and field a lengthening shadow blends 
I pass the woodman on his homeward way, 

The lowing Line, the spoits that close the day, [ 
When all the budding gioves aie green in May , J 
Calcn from the distant fold the tinkling bell, 

111 the still evening heaid -that seems to tell, I 
‘ Ye vales and uplands giey a long and last faie- | 


well 


Studious of song ^ ’tis thine with ease to blend 
Teaming with miith, the mstiuctoi and the friend 
’Tis thine to point the page where taste pies’des, 
Wheie wit enlivens, and where genius guides , 
To show the knowledge deep, the judgment cleai, 
The vaiying fancy sportive or seveie 
With cunous toil (noi mean the piaise) to tiace 
Each finei haimony, each latent grace, 

Recall the wanderings of a thoughtless age 
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To Sper^ei’s song, or Shakespeaie’s bolder page, 
Maik each connecting chain, each deep design, 
And poiii fiesh lustre on the glowing line;^ 

With just lemaik refine the poefs lays. 

And give the critic’s art a highei piaise 
Touch’d by no meanei hand, so pleas’d I see 
The wieath that Gifford wore, descend to thee 

Come then, alike m converse gia’ve oi gay. 

Speed the swift hours, and shaie the social day, 
Lea\e the huge city’s thiong, the tumult loud, 
Absolved of caie, and sacied fiom the crowd 
(Thy hand the Muses’ vaiious gifts inspiie 
To dip the pencil, oi to wake the lyre ,) 

Aid me to wind my banks, direct my shade, 

Slope the gieen lawn, or loil the broad cascade, 
Collect the flowers the cultuiVi gaiden yields, 
And glean the soft instruction of the fields , 

Paint with new light the mountain’s floiid blow, 
And wake the genius of the flood below 
With calm desiies and gentlest wishes blest, 

Heie ma^st thou choose of nature’s gifts the best 
Thine is the lauiel shade — the chesiiut bowei, 
When summer glows beneath the noontide hour 
The vernal walk is thine — the soften’d scene, 
Sweet evening lights, and golden skies seicne, 
The fresh airs moving o’ei the mottled sea, 

And Hesper’s fiagran^ lamp, that bums foi thee 

Calm ieisme waits thee here — uoi thou disdain 



XXIV DEDICATORY EPISTLE 

Our humbler annals, and ingloiious plaiiS^, 

Once to these silent woods young Milton came/ 
(The site, the shade now consecrate to fame) 
Time holds not in his hand a moie immortal 
name. 

Then was the hour when with exulting bpring, 
Youth lent to Genius all its fiery wing, 

AVhen Fancy loam’d the iich creation free , 

A line, a word — was immoitality 

In all the wealth of Plato’s mind auay’d, 

When science wooed him in the olive shade, 

He came — the friend in converse sweet to cheei, 
(Waking the memoiy of each youthful year, 
When, ere the lark had sung, at matin tide, 
Building high thoughts, m coiiveise side by side , 
Oft by the early shepheid they weie seen, 

Oi old Damoetas on the dewy green) 

Suie in that little Tusculum to find 
The iipen’d wisdom of a scholai’s mind 
The fiist his young enamour’d feet to lead 
By many a flowery rock and haunted mead, 

Wet with Castalian dews — each bold design ^ 
Urging, till now along the steep divine. 

He caught the gleam of Phoebus’ golden shiine . 
Heard round its gates the hallow’d lauiels wa\e. 
And sound of choral fountains warbling in their 
cave 

Behold * not far remov’d, yon elmy vale , 

Wliose branching foliage screens the mossy pale, 
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Theie last refuge of his exiled woes, 

The village pastor^s humble dwelling lose, 

Who fai from woildly cares, fiom woi Idly ^st life, 
Watch’d the calm sunset of his closing life • 
Fix’d m these sheltering vales his peaceful seat, 
Amid the silent blessings of retreat, 

Pleas’d ’mid his books, his fold, his faim to stiay, 
And pass, as Tully pass’d, the appioving day 
Or him the lov’d of Eaith — the sent of Heaven, 
To whom the knowledge of its will w?s given , 
Guide of the wandeiei — teachei of the blind, 
Well was he call’d — the Wisest of Mankind 

Ah,mark,withieveiencemaik, each willowy glade, 
Each wild- wood walk wheie oft the poet stiayd, 
His favourite path beneath yon hawthorns gieeii, 
Wheie the small glow-worm’s emeiald lamp was 
seen, 

Star of the eaith — of eve* — yon bank of flovveis, 
Detain’d him musing thiough the noontide houis , 
And still the tiavellei point's the green retreat, 
The ciystal wateis and the Muses’ seat, 

There would he watch the morning’s dewy beam 
Tremble with silver lustie on the stream. 

Or view, as the mild shades of evening blend, 
The orb of glory to his coucli descend 
And oft befoie bis youthful eyes there came 
Bright gleams, the Aurora of his futuie fame , 

He felt the gale that blew fiom Mars’s hill, 

He heard the muimurs of Ilissu!»’ nil 
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G^’d on each maible shiine, each sacred fane, 
Fresh using (thus it seem’d), and that lov’d plam, 
Where Athens saw hei own Mineiva reign 
Genius of Gieece ^ what sounds his ear invade, 
Breath’d by thy lips from Delphi’s depth ot shade * 
How roll the kindling numbers soft oi strong, 

In all the awful majesty ot song 
What voice piophetic sounds fioin CiuLa’s ca^e * 
How sweet the warbling oi the Thespian wave ' 
Lov’d Amymone * and ye gales that bung 
The silver diops to pale Pyiene’s spring, 

Shook fiom youi lucid plumes^ — ye luigei'd 
theie, 

Waking soft echoes fiom the listening air 
While o’ei each twilight vale, and haunted giove, 
Young Fancy’s hand its wild enbioideiy wove. 
Flung o’ci the eaith, a light immortal given, 

And hung with floweiy Liede the puiple zone of 
heaven 

Hun by far Deva’s banks the Muses found 
(Then favouiite haunt) oi Severn’s western bound, 
Musing on Meilin’s ait (his eaxliest theme), 

Oi Uther’s son , — then by the shadowy stream 
Of Tient or Tamai, visions strange would be 
Of ships fiom Tioy, ploughing the British sea 
First fiom Kent’s chalky headlands the salt tide 
Dividing, weie green Ida’s oaks espied, 

Bound for th’ old giant’b isle — anon they past 
The bhoie, and Brutus’ colouis on the mast 


] 
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Then ^twilight dreams) would fabling fancy tell- 
Of the daik talisman, the potent spell, 

And dwaifs, an elfin ciew, aioiind the soicerei’s 
cell , ^ 

Of fiagiant gio\es, with mystic gai lands hung 
Of viewless haips on high (talcs yet unsung). 
Tall steeds caparison’d, and knights afield, 
Theglittenngscutcheon,aiicl the emblazon’d shield, 
The trumpet wailmg o’er the waiiior slam , ^ 

(Like him who fell on Fontarabia’s plain, 

The peeiless chief long nept in many a poet’s 
stiam ) 

Theie the ncli doois then ivoiy valves unfold, 
Foith ibsuing many a knight and emu old, 

And bi Older ’d caftans shine, and gairaents stift 
with gold 

Crossing the sunny co^e, with glancing sail, 
Theie flits the faiiy pinnace down the gale 
Found the tall piow^ the spaiklmg waves behold, 
The silken coidage, and the cloth of gold 
Child of the sea ’ — the mantle and the iing, 

And the biight swoid pioclaim the Aimoiic kmg ^ 
Theie, touch’d with light the iicli pavilion gleams, 
Wheie the gieen foiest’s pensile foliage sti earns 
Stietch’d on the giound the weaiy falconeis 
Gaze-hound, and hoin, and bleeding quany 
nigh , [on high 

And mantling on his perch the hooded hawk^ 
Sweet foiras weie seen, and voices down the glade, 
Tapestiy and lute, on moss and wild fioweis laid, 
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And many an ermm^d cap and jewelFd iin^, 

And the blue plumage of the Heron’s wing, 

And milk-\vhiie hinds, the faiiest cieatuies seen. 
Tripping with snowy feet across the alleys gieen 

Blight was the bower, a silvci colonnade 
Spread its sun-chequei’d flooi, where light and 
shade 

Alternate with the \aiying zephyi play’d 
Young lips weie tiembling with sweet whispeis 
there 

‘‘ Lady, I could have lov’d thee, though less fan 
How soft the breath of that consenting sigh ’ 
How blight the glances of that falcon eye * 
Thelook, the smile — aheimit’sheart’twould cheei 
When beauty speaks — ^who can lefuse to hear ? 
Then vows were made , ‘‘ Witness ye stars that 
shine 

And — Nay, sir Knight ” and ‘‘ gentle may- 
flower mine 

While chess and tables wile the hours away, 
With many a song between, and lusty loundelay 

But haik ^ 2iCiy ^ ^ to hoise — no time aflord, 
Giasp thou the lance, and gird thou on the swoid > 
The foe’s at hand — a field of blood to-day — 
Each to the rescue, fly — away, away >’ 

Chang’d is the scene — down yon sequester’d vale 
The chaunt comes floating from the cloisters pale 
Psaltei in hand, the long procession moves, 
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The ts^Jers glare amid the yellow gio\es, 

Then the low requiem’s heard, — the piayei to save, 
And holy symbols mark the Christian wanioi’s 
grave 

Such were the pictur’d shadows that aiound 
Bright fancy scatter’d on the enamell’d giound 
Prom her iich urn— feeding the poet’s mmcl 
With visionary spells and truths lefin’d , 

And prescient of his future fame, bestow’d 
The aspuing thought, and breath’d the MOids 
that glow’d 

Perchance by Haiewood’s tangled gioves, or now 

Musing upon the solitary brow 

Of that daik rock, shadowing Sabrina’s cave, 

Her lily-paved banks, and pearly wave 
And, lo ’ rose other forms to meet him there, 

The enchanted wood, the gentle lady fan, 

The wizard’s ciystal glass, and that delusive 
chair 


J MiiFoun, 


Benhally Sept 1 , 1832 
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NOTES 


P IV Anna's grave\ Parnell married Miss Anne Mint-hin 
See his Life 

P VI Moi daunt beeii] Since this poem was wiitten, tins 
accomplished actiess has again delighted the stage, by i on- 
descending to reappear on it I maj say, with Sw ft, in al- 
lusion to my own piemature lament, 

' His wor^lnp is hit 
By that logue Kisbitt ’ 

No actress c\er received so much commendation from the 
l)ie as hlis Oldfield , all Painajsus conspiied to piaise her 
Ihe ashes of Siddons^s fa’ne are foitunately placed in a 
poet’s hand 

P X Loie and beauty nigh] Lady Hussell sate by her 
husband’s side duiing his trial, and acted as his amanuensis 
* That sweet saint who sate by Russell’s side ’ 

Rogejs’s Human Life 

P XU gi eat mteg) ily"] Ihesewere the words that Aich 
Sancioft addressed to his chaplain on his death-bed lie 
retiied to a small patrimonial faxm at Fressmgfield, m Suf- 
folk, where he died, and where his monument is erected 

P xiu Adestes' gi een domainj Is an expression, I believe, 
of Mr Whitehead, the Laureate, but I speak from memoiy 

P XVI Beautiful Helen] A person of gieat authoiity, but 
whose name is too venerable to be mentioned, aifiims that 
theie never weie but Jive women who weie peifectlj beautiful, 
and that theie neVei will be a sixth Ihcy aie — bemirami‘» 
— Helen — Cleopatia — Dj.ano of Poictieris — iS u o i de i ’fi 
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clos T^us France has the gloiy of furnishing two I do 
not daie to leveal my authoiity, but lefer to a hook called 
Gallene de VAncienne Com oU Memoiies, &c — ^lequestmg 
timid readeis to foibeai fi om searching moie deeply* into the 
subject The death of the beautiful Louisa de Budes, wife 
of Henry, first constable of JMontmorenci , who died m 
1599, has thrown a melancholy suspicion on the mannei m 
which imaihable beauty is acquned, and the tenuie on which 
It iS held 

P XVI Vimdid the minst]ch2 See the Agamemnon of 
AiSchylus , <7rpo^yfrai, has been translated * minstiels/ 

P xvii jimi hie seat} Them able chaii, on which Dante 
sate, IS not (I think) now at Floience 

P XV HI Utile hamlet} Lord Bohngbroke is buned xn the 
church of Batteisea, where he lived in the later jeais of his 
life, and died of a long and cruel disease — a cancel in the 
face Dr King wiote a poem on his Loidship’sictuin from 
i ranee, m which, after compaiing him to hesajs, 

‘ Ihe viJgins ran, as to an usual show, 

When he to Pans came, and Fontainbleau, 

Viewing the blooming mimstei de&utd, &,c 

Oh * all je njmphs, while time and jouth allow, 
Piepaie the rose and lily for his blow 
Much he has done, but still has moie to do ’ 

Sliange compliments these ’ to those, who knew his lordship & 
character 

P xiv St Huheit} The legend of St Hubei t is familiar 
to most persons (I piesume) , from the engraving of A 
Duier’s picture The rehes of Si Hubert aie venerated 
among the peasantry of the Ardennes, and aie consideied effi- 
cacious in the cm e of canine madness I was detained there 
by the Belgian polite, and nairowly escaped a long impii- 
sonment, having penetrated too far m search of the Pictu- 
resque 

P XXIV young M visited his old tutor, 

Thomas Young, who then resided ai his Vicai age-house, 
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at Stow market, in Suffolk, after his return from H^inbugh 
See Milton’s La+m letter to him, poem, &,c 
P XXVI ships jt om Troy] See Milton’s Hist of England, 
and the nld Chroniclers , Biitain was called the island of the 
Giants 

P xxvii Jahling Jancy'] These and the following lines aie 
merely rude sketches of some of the favourite and familiar 
subjects of books of chivalry and old romances, which ( it is well 
known) formed one branch of Milton’s study in his youth 
P xxvii Armoi c King] Amadis de Gaul 
P xxviii tables'] The old game of * tables ’ is supposed to 
be draughts, oi backgammon, I forget which of the two 
P XXIX the enchan*ed wood] Alluding to Milton’s Comus, 
a poem showing at once his classical taste and romantic stu- 
dies The five years of study which Milton passed at his 
father’s house in Buckingharashne, laid the massive founda- 
tion of his immense and well aiianged learning , and fed 
his youthful genius with the richest and most select stores of 
poetiy Italy certainly beheld with astonishment, but with- 
out envy, the accomplished scholai and poet, fiom whose lips 
she heaid the language of Tiber and Amo, as musically and 
co’iectlv as fiom her own 



THE LIFE OF PARNELL, 

BY THE REVEREND JOHN MITEORD 

1 AM Sony, that it is not in my powei to spread 
befoie the admneis of Painell, some iichei stores 
of biogiaphical anecdote noi do I know wheie 
I could lefei them to moie copious souices of 
information I am not awaie that any materials 
weie collected by his fi lends oi contempoiaiies, 
ceitamly no life of him was composed Foi the 
little knowledge of the poet w^hich we possess, 
we aie indebted to Goldsmith, the elegance of 
whose nanative, and the justice of whose ciiti- 
cisms has been long acknowdedged , but the facts 
which he collected weie so few, that I)i Johnson, 
who went tc: Goldsmith’s life foi mfoimation, has 
included his account of the poet, both personal 
and liteiaiy, in the naiiow space of foui pages 
Pei haps it would have been as well, in the absence 
of flesh mfoimation, to bare lepubhshed the life 
written by Goldsmith, hut as that was not con- 
sistent /ith the plan of the piesent woik, and as 
I liavG picked up a few gleanings lelating to Pai- 
neirs domestic histoiy unnoticed by others, I shall 
^ndeavoui to lay befoie my leadeis as full an ac- 

B 
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count as I can give of the circumstanc^P'S in hi^ 
life which have come down to ns, adding a few 
obseivations on the poems which he has left I 
dm afiaid that it is now too late to supply b\ - 
any diligence of inquiiy, what the negligence ot 
his contemporaiies omitted to recoid Had we 
been peimitted to know moie, we should ceitainly 
not ha\e contemplated a life chequered by vicissi- 
tude, 01 variegated by incident, but we might 
have deiived some infoimation fiom tracing the 
line of his studies, and obseiving the pi ogress of 
his knowledge , noi would it have been unintei" 
estmg to ha^e watched the giadual lefinement of 
his taste, and taken a neaiei suivoy of those 
social viitues and captivating qualities of mind, 
which lendeied his acquaintance desiiable, and 
seemed to him the coidial fiiendship of Haile} 
and Pope As it is, we must be content to know 
that Painell added the pleasing qualities of a com- 
panion, to the elegant invention of the poet 
When the poet's fame, as Goldsmith says, is in- 
ci eased by time, it is then too late to investigate 
the peculiaiities of his disposition , the dews of the 
moimng me p^st, and we %ainly tiy to continue 
the chase by the meiidian splendoui " 

Thomas Painell was descended fiom an ancient 
family 1 that foi some contuiies had been settled at 


^ For tlie following pedigree of onr poet, I am indebted 
to the kindness of Sir Hams Nicolas, who refers me t<L 
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CongletSi, m Cheshiie His fatliei, Thomas Pai- 
neli, was attached to the Commonwealth paity^ 
and at the lestoiation went ovei to Ii eland, jcvheio 
he purchased a considciable estate, which, wnfh 
his piopeity m Cheshiie, descended to oui poet 
Parnell was boin in Dublin, in 1679, and vas 
educated at the school of Di Jones in that city, 
he IS said to have distinguished himself by an ex- 
tiaoidinary quickness of memoir, which enabled 
him in one night to complete a task that wm^ in- 
tended to confine him many da} s, and it is snd 
tliat he could repeat foi ty lines of any book altci 
the fiist leading It is pioL*ible that tins accoiu <■ 


1 *la} fill’s Biitish Famil} An-fiquit}, %ol ix p cx\ii mtho 
Absence of bettei authonty, and wlio observes that of Iii'h 
bdiouets 1 ery little is knoivn 


I homas Parnell, raeniber of a tamily long i esident at 
Congleton, county Chtster, purchased an estate ni Ire 
I uid, temp Chailes II and settled in that hingdom 


T 


1 lionidb P until, ClerK.,i=p Vnn, diughtcr 
son and hen, Ai elide i 
LOU Oi C loglit,i,170j,6v,c 
1 he Poet ob 1717 


of Thomas jMin- 
thm, cscj[ 


1 wo sons and] died befoie 
ont daughter \ then father 


John PainUl, Tud c, 
E B mil Li and, 1 722 


bn Joa li aii>cll,l'9t 
bait, oh 1781 
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Sn Jo’ in Pirnell, 
2nd bait oo 1 «. 0 I 


^n Jobii Augustus Parnell, Right Hon Sir Hcni'' 

hdbd' ob 1812 Painell, 4th and me 

sent bait 

h Xothiug !:» sinlot th< fa» uh m On t loV Clio b, 
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though overchaiged, may be in the mdiiftiue , a 
leady memoiy is not always letentive, and the 
system puisued in the education of schools has of 
necessity a greatei tendency to shaipen the faculty 
of seizing and collecting facts, than to bestow that 
genoializmg and philosophical powei by which 
they aie aiianged and pieseived The veises 
which he leained with so much facility weie pio- 
bdbly as quickly foi gotten The almost instanta- 
neous lapidity with which some actois on the ntage 
have been known to lemembei and lepeat passages 
of gieat length,^ is haidly more astonishing, than 
the shoitness of the time duiing which the fleeting 
impi essions i eniained upon then mind 

Goldsmith says, that his admission at the age 
of thiiteen into the college at Dublin is a pi oof of 
the eaily matuiity of his undei standing His 
compositions shew the extent and solidity of his 
classical knowledge He took the degiee of 
Mastei of Aits on the 9th July, 1700, in the 
same yeai he was oi darned a deacon by William, 
Bishop of Deny, having a dispensation, by leason 
of his being under the canonical age About 
thiee yeais after he was oi darned piiest, and in 

^ See a remarkable instance of this povi er of rapidly seiz- 
ing long passages, m the anecdotes of La Mothe’s life 
Voltaiie TV as reading a tiagedy to him, — La Mothe ac- 
cused him of plagiarism, and mstantly repeated the T^hole 
of the second scene of the fourth act, which he had just 
heard, to confirm the accusation See Galeiie de I’ancienae 
Cour, &.C, vol II p 
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1705, Geoige Ashe, Bishop of Cloghei, con- 
feired on him the Aichdeaconry of Cloghei At 
this time he maiiied Miss Ann Mmchin,i a* young 
lady of moie than usual beauty, and of great meiit, 
by whom he had two sons, who died young, and a 
daughter who long survived him 

Being the son of a Commonwealth’s man, it 
might natuiaJly be expected that Parnell would 
have embiaced the prmciples and politics of the 
Whigs , but he was peisuaded, by motives with 
which we aie not acquainted, to change his paity , 
and in the end of Queen Anne’s leign, when the 
Whigs went out of office, Painell was leceived by 
the new mmistiy * as a valuable reinforcement 
When Loid Oxfoid w'’as told that Painell waited 
among the ciowd in the outei loom, he went, by 
the pei suasion of Swift, with his tieasuier’s staff 
in his hand to inquiie foi him the dedication 

^ Dr Johnson calls her Mqs Anne Blinchin, — atwhat 
time did the title * Miss’ supersede ‘ Mrs ’ for ^oung un- 
married females the young ladies of the Lizard family (see 
the Guardian, 1713) aie called Mrs Maiy, Mrs Betty, Ac 
yet ‘Miss’ is sometimes used, Peihaps, the play-bills 
would give the period of change with the most exactness 
Would it not he as well to revert to the old custom, and 
confine the use of ‘ Miss’ to ladies of a ceitam chaiacter, 
givingto chastity and virtue a graver andweightiei title — 
* Hae nug© in seria duount ’ 

® See Johnson’s life, p 50 
® “ Have ;) 0 u nothing new to day, 

Irom Pope, from Farnell, or horn Gay,” 

IS a couplet put by Swift into Lord O' ^oi I’b moiitli (Hot 
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of Pope seems to piovo that he admctted as a 
favomite companion to the con\ivial houis of the 
minis4;ei , and that even the business of office Wtis 
delayed, when the tieasuiei wished to indulge in^ 
the delight of the poet’s convei-^ation ^ 

For him thou oft hast bid the orld attend, 

Pleaded to foiget the statesman m the fiiend ” 

While Painell lemamed in London, he often 
pleached in the diffeient chmches of the metio- 
polis , Johnson speaks of this as aiising fiom 
vanity oi ambition, did he, a sinceie and zea- 
lous chill chman, foiget that pieachmg was one oi 
the chief duties of PainelFs piofes&ion, and that 
he impaited iiioial adiice and leligious in»tiuc- 
iion, thiough the only channel which was open to 
one who possessed no paiish of his owm Painell 
pleached to attentive audiences chiefly in the cit’> 
and about Southwaik, and his eloquence and 
knowledge made him popular The queen’s death 
howevei precluded any hopes of prefennent fioin 
the lutciest of his Toiy h lends , and John<^on 

ill) 11 s 6 imitated) See Painell’s Posth Poem on Queen 
A.rne s Peace, p foi the highest Eulogj on T erd 

Oxfoicl 

^ In Swift’s lellei to Loid Oxford for collecting, &c the 
English Tongue, he says, 'All your other viitues,uiy loid, 
will he defecti\e without this your aflahility, candout, and 
good natuie Ihat peipetual agi eeahleness oj' com ei nation 
so disengaged in the midst oJ such a weight of business and oppo* 
sition^* 6ec Miscellanies^ 1 p 224 
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more than hints, that his leligious zeal cooled, in 
piopoition as his piospects of advancement closed 
I do not, howevei, think that we have a light to 
adopt an opinion, peihaps hastily advanced, and 
which leads to so unfavoiable a consti action of 
oui poet's conduct 

About this time he had the misfoitune to lose 
hts wife and in the gieat disappointment of his 
hopes, and dejection of spiiits 'uhich followed, 
Pope 'opiesentb him as having fallen into some in- 
tempeiance of wine ^ Pope and Swift weie not 

^ Swift, m hisjoumal to Stella, Aug 24, 1712, says, * i im 
heartily sorry foi poor Mis Parnells death, she seemed 
to he an excellent good natuied young woman, and, I be- 
Ueve, the poor hd is much afflicted, they appealed to Ine 
peifectly well together ^ 

** In the first MS Memoranda of Pope’s con\ eisation, a^ 
pieserred in Spence’s Anecdotes, Pope is made to say, — 

* that Parnell is a great follow ei of di'^aas, and strangely open 
and scandalous in his debaucheiies,’ — th.a, was omitted in 
the transciipt Spence piobabU thought it not coirect 
It IS somewhit singular, as the Editoi of Spence observes, 
tliat the same charge of dram dunking has been bi ought 
against Pope himself, in King’s Anecdotes of his Ow n IiTne, 
p 12, * Pope hastened his death hy leeding much on high 
seasoned dishes, and di inktng spnits ’ See Spence’s Anec- 
dotes, p 139 Ruff head, on the authority of 'W aihuiton, 

has given a diffeient account of the cause w Inch led to P ir- 
nell b intemperance When Pa^ nell had been introduced 
ny Swift to Lord Treasurer Oxfoid, and h'^d been established 
m his favour by the assistance ot Pope, he soon began to 
entertain ambitious views The w alk he chose to shine in 
^ w as popular preaching , he had talents fm it, and beg in to be 
distmguishea in the moh-pb ces of Southw aik and London, 
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loveis of the bottle, though the foimei ditl not dis- 
like the delicacies of a luxuiious table , peihaps 
he h^s mentioned a little too stiongly this weak- 
ness of his fiiend, certain it is, that Painell did 
not lose the lespect of society, or the attachment 
of his pati ons , foi Ai chbishop King, at the i equest 
of Swift, gave him a piebendal stall in 1713, and 
in May, 1716, presented him with the vicaiage of 
Finglass, in the diocess of Dublin, worth about 
foul bundled pounds a yeai ^ He did not, how- 
evei, long live to enjoy his piefeiment and pios- 
peiity , and died at Chestei in July, 1717, in his 
thnty-eighth yeai, while on his way to 1 1 eland, 
and was buiied at Tiinity Chuich in that to'wn 
His estate devolved on his only nephew, Sii John 
Painell, whose fathei was youngei biothei to the 

TV lien the Queen’s sudden death destioyed all hispiospects, 
and at a junctuie when he found pleaching to he the readiest 
road to piefeiment This fatal stroke hioke his spirits , he 
took to dunking, became a sot, and soon finished his course ’ 
See Rulfhead’s Life of Pope, p 492, irho says that Pope 
gave the above account to Warburton , much difference ex- 
ists between Pope s own account of his friends, and the cha- 
racters of them, which Warburton subsequently gave as 
Pope’s , see an instance of this in Johnson’s Life of Rowe 
^ There seems to be some eiror in the value w'^uch the 
biographeis of Parnell have placed on this hving , for Swift 
in his * Vindication of his Excellency Lord Carteiet,’ speaks 
of him as bestowing on Mr James Staffoid the Vicarage of 
Einglass, worth about one hundred pounds a yeai This was 
written in the yeai 1730 I have no doubt but that Gold- 
smith’s valuation is eironeous , foi Swift seems to doubt^ 
whethei his own Deaneiy was woith more than four hun- 
dred pounds a year 
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A.ichdea<x)n, and one of the Justices of the King’s 
Bench m Ii eland No monument maiked his 

glare , but his epitaph has been written by Johnson 
Hio requiescit Thomas Parnell, S T P 
Qui Saceidos pariter et Poeta 
Utrasque partes ita implevit, 

Ut neque Sacerdoti Suayitas poetas 
Nec Poetse Sacerdotis Sancti<-as deesset ^ 

Such IS the small amount of facts 'which has been 
preseived relating to the poet I must now boi- 
low fiom Goldsmith’s naiiative some account 
of his mental qualities and habits, foi which the 
biogiaphei was indebted to the infoimation ot his 
fathei and uncle while I just mention, that if the 
account given is conect, the poems of Painelldo not 
foim a deal tiansciipt of his mind , noi could we, 
thiough the veil of then light and gi aceful gaiety, 
discern the feelings of a peison whose passions 
v^eie so stiong, and whose life was an unfoitunate 
alternation of lapture and agony I shall leave to 
otheis to explain how fai such violent and unie- 
stiamed habits weie compatible with his delightful 
qualities as a companion , 

* With sweetest manneis gentlest arts adorn’d ’ 
but it is said, that he knew the iidicule which his 
stiongly contrasted chaiactei ® excited , though he 

* Boswell’s Tohnson, vol ir p ot 
2 Tn hispieface to Homer, p xxxviu Pope sajs, ‘ I must 
add the names of Mr Howe nnd Dr Parnell, though I shall 
%tde a farther opportunity of doing justice to the last, w hose 
GOOD MATURE (to give it a great paneg\ nek), is no less ex- 
tensive than his leamm«r ’ 
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could not soften oi subdue the impetuouS feelings 
that foimed it 

“ Parnell/’ says his biogiaphei, by what I 
have been able to collect fiom my fathei and uncle, 
luho knew him, was the most capable man in the 
•world to make the happiness of those he convcised 
with, and the least able to secuie his o-wn He 
wanted that evenness of disposition which beais 
disappointment wuth phlegm, and ]oy ivith indif- 
ference He was evei much elated oi depiessed, 
and his whole life spent in agony oi laptuie Rnt 
the tuibulence of these passions only aftected him- 
self, and nevei those about him, he knew the 
iidicnle of his own chaiactei, and voij effectualh 
laised the miith of his companions as well at his 
vexations as his tiiumphs 

How much his company was desned, appeals 
fiom the extensiveness of his connexions and the 
numbei of his fiiends E'ven befoie he made an-y 
figuie in the liteiaiy woild, his fiiendship was 
sought by pel sons of eveiy lank and paity ^ The 
\\its at that time diffeied a good deal fiom those 
who are most eminent foi their undei standing at 
piesent It would now be thought a -^eiy mdif- 
fei ent sign of a wiitei’s good sense, to disclaim his 

* Pameh was well acquamted with Bohngbiol e , see the 
poem cplled Oneen Anne’s Peace, 17 IB (Posth Poems, p 

t I fi} ith speed, 

'lo sing linos as BolmghroLe mat load 
And p 2*'? 
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piivate friends foi happening to be of a diffeient 
paity in politics, but it was then otherwise The 
Whig* wits held the Toiy wits in gieat contempt, 
and those letahated in then tuin At the head of 
one paity weie Addison, Steele, and Congieve, at 
that of the other, Pope, Swift, and Aibutlinot 
Painell was a fiiend to both sides, and with a libe- 
lality becoming a scholai, scorned all those tiifimg 
distinctions that aie noisy for the tunc and ndi- 
culous to posteiity Noi did he emancipate him- 
self fioni the^e %Mthoat some opposition fiom 
home Having been the son of a commonwealth’ 
man, his Toiy connexions on tliio side of the w atei 
ga^e his fi lends in Ii eland gieat offence; the^ 
weie much emaged to see him keep compau} with 
Pope, Swift, and Ga} , they blamed his undistin- 
guishing taste, and wondeied what pleasuie ho 
could find in the comeisation of men who approved 
tffe tieaty of Utrecht, and disliked the Duke ot 
Mailboiough ” 

His conveisation is said to ha\e been extiemely 
pleasing The letteis which \veie wiitten to Inni 
by his fi lends aie full of compliments upon his 

* IhebG toils the giaceful Bohnghioke attends, 

A genms fashion’d for the greatest ends,’ &,c 

And the poem on t'^^e difleient sU’es of poetry is dedic itej 
to him, and also contains high praise oi him 

* Oh ^ BolmghioLe • 0 favonrre of tlie skies,’ Ac 

See aho the extracts from Swiits Jour^^al, the pl- 
'•uamtance had iipenecl into intimacy 
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talents as a companion, ana his good iSatuie as a 
man Pope was paiticulaily fond of his company, 
and^ seems to legiet his absence moie than the 
lest The letteis which he addiessed to Parnell 
will be read with inteiest , they beai ample testi- 
mony of his aflFection, and show that Pope knew 
and lespected Parnell’s acqmiements as a scholai ^ 
Fiom one of the letters it appeals, that Parnell 
assisted him in the tianslation of the Scholiasts 
and Commentatois^ on Homei, a task aftei wards 
more fully peifoimed by Joitm Pope’s scanty 
and supeificial knowledge of Gieek must have 
made this assistance of gieat value , noi am 
I awaie that the tianslatoi of Homei numbeied 
among his fi lends, anothei scholai of equal ac- 
quiiements ^ Gay, as Goldsmith obseives, -was 
obliged to him on anothei account , for being al- 
ways pooi, he was not above leceivmg fiom Pai- 
nell the copy-money which the lattei got foi his 
writings 

1 Waiton, vol viu p 301 — 313, vu 299 

2 See Pope’s Letters (Warton's ed ), vol viii p 276, 
Lot L\x XVIII *The first gentleman who undeitook the 
task of making extracts from Eustathius, and who giew 
w eaiy * Was this person Painell, or some one else, vhose 
name has not reached us ’ 

^ In the Posthumous Poems (Elysium) he gives a -wrong 
quantity to Laodamia, p 268, 

* Fair Laodamia mourns hei nuptial right,’ &c., 
which peihaps he took from Dryden’s Ovid, who uses the 
word Deidamia, with the penultimate syllable short 
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Mil Pope to Dr Parnell 
Deal Sii, London, July 2 ^^ 

I ^Ms^ it weie not as nngeneious as vain, tojjom- 
plain too much of a man that foigets me, Lut I 
could expostulate with you a whole day, upon 
}oiii inhuman silence — I call it inhuman, noi 
would }ou think it less, if you weie tiuly sensible 
of the uneasiness it gives me Did I know you 
bo ill, as to think you pioud, I would be much less 
concerned than I am able to be, when I know one 
of the best natuied men ali\e neglects me Oi if 
•^ou know me so ill as to think amiss of me with 
leg aid to my fnendship foi }ou, you leally do not 
deseive halt the tiouble }ou occasion me I need 
not tell you that both Mi Gay and myself ha\e 
wiitten seveial letteis in vain, that we are con- 
stantly enquiiing ot all who have seen Ii eland, it 
they saw vou, and that (foi gotten as w^e aie) w^e 
die eveiy day lemembeiing you m oui most agiee- 
able houis All this is tiue, as that we aie sin- 
ceiely lo\eis of ^ou, and deploieis of youi ab- 
fccnce, and that we foim no wish moie ardently 
than that which bungs you ovei to us We have 
lately had some distant hopes of the dean’s design 
to levisit England Will not you accompany him ^ 
01 IS England to lose cveiy thing that has any 
chaim foi us, and must we pi a} foi banishment 
as a benediction 

I have once been witness of some, I hope all 

}om splenetic houis , come, and be a comforter 
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111 }oui tnin to me in mine I am in suSi-an un- 
settled state, that I can’t tell if I shall ever see 
you, jinless it he tins yeai Whethei I do oi not, 
be t^el assuied, \ou have as laige a ehaie of my*' 
thoughts and good wishes as any man, and as 
gieat a poition of giatitucle in my heait, as would 
eiiiich a monaich could ho know wheie to find it 
I shall not die without testifying something of 
this natuiG, ond leading to the woiid a memonal 
ot tho fiiendship that has been so gieat a pleasure 
and piide to me It wmld bo like wntmg my 
own epitaph, to acquaint you with what I have 
lost since I saw 3011, what I have done, what I 
have thought, whoie I have lued, and wheie I 
now lepose in obscuiity My fxiend Jeivas, the 
bcaiei of this, will infoim you oi all paiticulais 
conceimng me, and Mi Ford u chaigedwith a 
thousand loves, and a thousand complaints, and a 
thousand commissions, to you on my pait Thev 
will both tax you with the neglect of some pio- 
mises which weie too agieeable to us all to be 
foigot If you caie foi any of us, tell them so, 
and wxite so to me I can say no moie, but that 
I love you, and am, in spite of the longest neglect 
01 absence, 

Deal sii, youis, &c 

Gay IS in Devonshne, and from thence he goes 
to Bath my father and mothei uevei fed to com- 
Jiiemoiate }ou 
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TO IIIL SAML 

Bmfield, neai Oakinghar 
Deal Sn, luesday 

d BLLII1.VE the hiiiiy }ou weie m hindeied youi 
giving me a woid by the last post, so that I am 
yet to Icain whethei you got veil to town, 01 con- 
tinue so theie I veiy much feai both for }oui 
health, and youi quiet, and no man living can bo 
moie tiuly concerned in any thing that touches 
eilhei, than myself I uould comfoit myself, 
hovevei, with hoping that }oui business may not 
be unsuccessful foi youi sake, and that at least, it 
may soon be put into othei piopei hands Foi my 
own, I beg earnestly of you to letuin to us as soon 
ns possible You know how veiy much I want 
ou, and that howevei youi business may depend 
upon anotbei, my business depends cntiiely on 
3011, and jet still I hope you wall find joui man, 
e\ en though I lose j ou the mean Tvhilo At this 
time the moie I lo%e, the voise I can spaie ■'you, 
which alone will, I daie say, be a leason to %oii, 
to lot me have you hack the soonei The minute 
1 lost you , Eustathius, with nine bundled pages, 
and nine thousand con ti actions of the GieeL cha- 
lactei, aiose to my \iew Spondanus with all his 
ap\ihaiieb, in numbei a thousand pages (vdluc 
thiee shillings), and Daciei’s thiee volumes, Baines’ 
two, Voltaiie’s thiee, Cupeius, half in Gicek, Leo 
Ailatius thiee paits m Gieek, Scaligei, Maciobius, 
^woiso than them all) Aulus G^^lhos , A\ thc^'O 
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lusliecl upon my soul at once, and wl^lmed me 
undei a fit of the head ache Doai sir, not only 
as )ou aie a fiiend, and a good natuied man, but 
as you aie a Chnstian and a Divme, come bacb 
speedily and pi event the inciease of my sms, foi 
at the late I have began to lave, I shall not only 
damn all the poets and commentatois who have 
gone befoie me, but be damned myself by all who 
come aftoi me To be seiious, you have not only 
left me to the last degiee impatient foi 3^001 le- 
tuin, who at all times should have been so, (though 
nevei so much as since I knew you in best health 
*11616,) but you have wi ought seveial miiacles upon 
oiii family , you have made old people fond of a 
young and gay peison, and inveteiate papists ot a 
cleigyman of the chuich of England Even nuise 
herself is in dangei of being in love in her old 
age, and foi ought I know, would even many 
Dennis foi youi sake, because he is 3 oui man and 
loves his mastei In shoit, come down forthwith, 
01 give me good loasons foi delaying, though but 
foi a day 01 two, by the next post If I find them 
]ust, I wdl come up to you, though you must 
know how piecious my time is at piesent, my 
houis weie never worth so much money befoie, 
but pel haps you aie. not sensible of this, w^ho give 
away youi own works You aie a generous au- 
thor, I a hackney scribbler, you aie a Grecian 
and bled at a umveisity, I, a poor Enghsnman, 
of my owm educating You aie a reveiend pai^ 
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son, I a'^\\ag , in shoit, }ou aie Doctoi Parnello 
(w ith an e at the end of }oui name), and I your most 
obliged and affectionate fiiend and faithful seivant 
My heaity seivice to the Dean, Di Aibuthnot, 
Ml Ford, and the tiue genuine shepheid, Gay of 
De\on, I expect him do\^n with von 

lO 1 HE SAME 

Deal Sii, 

I WRITE to you with the same waimth, the same 
zeal of good will <and fiiendship, with which I 
used to conveise with you two yeais ago, and can- 
not think ni}self absent when I feel >ou so much 
at my heait The pictuie of }ou which Jeivas 
biought me o\ei, is infinitely less Inelya repie- 
sentaiion than that I cauy about wuth me, and which 
1 ises to my mind Avhenevei I think of you I )ia% e 
many an agieeable leveiie thiough those woods 
and downs w^heie w^e once i ambled together My 
head is sometimes at the Bath, and sometimes nt 
Litcomb, wdiere the Dean makes a gieat pait of 
my imagmaiy enteita nment, this being the cheap- 
est way of ti eating me I hope he will not be 
displeased at this mannei of paying my lespects to 
him, instead of following my fiiend Jeivas’s ex- 
ample, which, to say the tiuth, I have as much 
inclination to do, as I want ability I have been 
ever since Decembei last in gieatei vaiietv of 
business than any such men as you (that is divines 
^ind philosopheis) can possiblv imagine a leason- 

c 
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able Creatuic capable of Gay’s play among the 
lest has cost much t'mo and long-suffenng, to 
Rtem^a tide of malice and paity, that authois have 
laised against it The best levengo against such' 
tellows IS now m my hands I mean youi Zoiliis, 
which leally tianscends the expectation I had con- 
ceived of it I have put it into the pi ess, beginning 
with the poem Batiachom foi you seem by the 
hist paiagiaph of the dedication to it, to design 
to piefix the name of some paiticulai peison I 
beg Iheiefoie to know fox whom you intend it, 
that the publication may not be delayed on this 
account , and this as soon as possible Inform me 
also on what texms I am to deal with the bookselloi 
and V bethel }oa design the copy money foi Gay, 
as you foimeily talked what numbei of books 
you v^ould have yoiiibelf, &c I scaice see any 
thing to be alteied in this ^vhole piece , in the 
poems you sent, I xoill take the liberty you alloxo 
me The stoiy of Pandora, and the Eclogue upon 
Iloalth, aie two of the most beautiful things I 
eici lead I don’t say this to the piejudice of the 
lost but as I have lead these oftenei Let me 
know how fai my commission is to extend, and be 
confident of my punctual peifoimance of wdiatevei 
you enjoin I must add a paiagiaph on this occa- 
sion, in legaid to Mr Waid, whose veises haie 
been a great pleasuie to me, I will contiive they 
shall be so to the woild, wheievei I can find a 
piopoi oppoitunity of publishing them 
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I shalbvery soon print an entire collection of 
my own Madrigals, which I look upon as making 
my last will and testament, since in it I shall^give 
*all I ever intend to give (which I’ll beg pour’s and 
the Dean’s acceptance ol) you must look on me 
no more as a poet , but a plain commoner \vho lives 
upon his ovn, and fears and flatters no man I 
hope befoie I die to discharge the debt I owe to 
Homer, and get upon the whole just fame enough 
to serve foi an annuity for mv owm time, though 
I leave nothing to postenty 

I beg our correspondence may he moie fiequent 
than It has been of late I am sure my esteem and 
love for you nevei moie deseived it fiom 30U, or 
inoie piompted it horn \ou I desiied oui fiiend 
Jeivas, (in the gieatest huii’y of ray business) to 
say a gieat deal m my name, both to yourself and 
the Dean, and must once moie lepeat the assurances 
to you both, of an unchanging fiiendship and un- 
alterable e«4teem, I am, cleai sii, most entirelv, 

Yoi,!, See 


TO nir sAMF 


My deal Sii , 

I WAS last summei in Devonshiie, and nm th -j 
wuntei at hlis Bonyei’s In the summei I wiote 
a po^m, and m the wmtei I have published it, 
•which I sent to you by Di El wood In the sum- 
mer I eat tw^o dishe** of toad-stools of my o'vm 
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gatlienng, instead of mushiooms , anJJ in the 
wintei I have been sick with wme, as I am at 
this time, blessed be God foi it, as I must bless 
God'foi all things In the summei I spoke tiutlr 
to damsels , in the wmtei I told lies to ladies . 
now you know wheie I have been, and what I have 
done I shall tell you what I intend to do the 
ensuing summei , I piopose to do the same thing 
I did last, which was to meet you m any pait of 
England you would appoint , don’t let me have 
two disappointments I have longed to hear fiom 
you, and to that intent teased you with thiee or 
four letteis, but having no answei, I feaied both 
youis and my letteis might have miscaiiied I 
hope my peifoimance will please the Dean, whom 
I often wish foi , and to whom I w^ould have often 
wuote , but foi the same leasons I neglected writing 
to } ou I hope I need not tell you how I love you, 
and how glad I shall be to heai fiom you , which 
next to seeing you, would be the gieatest satisfac- 
tion to yoiii most affectionate fiiend and humble 
seuant, 

J,G 


TO THE SAME 

Deal Ml Aichdeacon, 

Though my piopoition of this epistle should be 
but a sketch in mimatuie, yet I take up half this 
page, having paid my club with the good company 
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both loi olii dmnei of chopb, and foi this papei 
The poets will give you lively desciiptions m their 
way I shall only acquaint you with that which 
IS diiectly my piovmce I have just set the last 
hand to a couplet, foi so I may call two nymphs 
in one piece They aie Pope’s favoiites, and 
though few, }ou will guess must have cost me 
moie pains than any nymphs can be woith He 
IS so unieasonable as to expect that I should have 
made them as beautiful upon canvass as he has 

done upon papei If this same Mi P should 

omit to wuite foi the deal fiogs, and the Peivigi- 
1mm, I must enti eat you not to let me languish for 
them, as I have done evei since they ciossed the 
seas Remanbei by what neglects, &c we missed 
them when we lost you, and theiefore I have not 
}et foi given any of those tiifleis that let them es- 
cape and lun those hazaids I am going on at the 
old late, and want you and the Dean piodigiously, 
and am in hopes of making you a visit this sum 
mei, and of heaiing fiom jou both now you aie 
togethei Fortescue, I am suie, will be concerned 
that he is not in Coinhill, to set his hand to these 
piesents, not only as a wutuess, but as a 
Seiviteui ties-humble, 

C Jervis 


It is so gieat an honoui to a pooi Scotchman to 
iJe lemembeied at this tune of da'v, especially by 
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au inhabitant of the Glacialis leine^ that I take 
it veiy thankfully, and have with nrygood fnendto 
remeanbeied ^ou at oui table, in the chophoutse m 
Exchange Alley Theie wanted nothing to com- 
plete our happiness but youi company, and oui 
dear fiiend the Dean's I am suie the whole en- 
teitainment would have been to his lelish Gay 
has got so much money by walking the stieets, 
that he is icady to set up his equipage he is just 
going to the Bank to negotiate some exchange 
bills Ml Pope delays his second volume of hib 
Homei till the maitial spiiit of the lebels is quite 
quelled, it being judged that the fiist pait did some 
lidun that way Oui love again and again to the 
deal Dean, fuimus Tones, I can sa^no moie 

Arbuthnoi 


Wn^\ a man is con&cious that he does no good 
nimself, the next thing is to cause otheis to do 
some I may claim some meiit this way, in 
hastening this testimonial fiom youi fiiends above 
^viiting then lo\e to you indeed wants no spui, 
then ink wants no pen, then pen \\ ants no hand, 
then hand wants no heait, and so foith (aftei the 
mannei of Rabelais, which is betwixt some mean- 
ing and no meaning) , and yet it may be said, 
when piosent thought and oppoitunity is wanting, 
then pens want ink, then hands want pens, then 
heaits want hands, <lc till time, place, and con- 
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Teniency concul to set them a as at pie» 

feiit, a sociable meeting, a good dinnei, i\dim fiie, 
and an eas^ situation do, to the joint laboux and 
pkdsui e of this epistlo 

Wheiem if I should say nothing I should 
much (much being included in m\ love, though 
my love De such, that it I should say much, I 
should say nothing, it being (as Cowlo''^ sa^s) 
equally possible eithei to conceal oi to expiess it 
If I weie to tell you the thing I yish aboie all 
things, it is to see } ou again , t^'ie next is, to see 
heie youi tieatise of Zoilus, vitli the Banacho- 
muomachta, and the Peivigilium Veueiis^ both 
vhich poems aie mastei -pieces in &e\eial kmds, 
and I question not the piose is as excellent in its 
soit, as the Essay on Homei Nothing can be 
luoie gloiious to that gieat authoi, than that the 
‘name hand which i aised his best statue, and decLod 
it uith its Old lauiels, should also hang up the 
s(aie-ciou of his miseiabie ciitic, and gibbet up 
the caicass of Zoilus, to the teiioi of the wiitnigs 
of posteiity Moie, and much inoie, upon this 
and a thousand othei subjects will be the mattei 
of my next letter, wheiein I must open all the 
fiiend to you At this time I must be content 
with teiling >ou, I an, faithfully, youi most affec 
tionate and humble seivant, 


A Pope 
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TO THE SAME. 


Deal Sji, 

I MUST ov^n I have long owed you a lettei, but you 
must own you have owed me one a good deal 
longei Besides I have but two people in the 
whole kingdom of Ii eland to take caie of, the 
Dean and you but ^ou have seveial who com- 
plain of youi neglect m England Mi Gay com- 
plains, Ml Haicouit complains, Mi Jeivas com- 
plains, Mr Arbuthnot complains, my Loid com- 
plains, I complain (Take notice of this fig me 
of iteration, when you make }our next seimon ) 
Some say, you are in deep discontent at the new 
turn of affaiis, otheis, that you aie so much in 
the Aichbishop’s good giaces, that you will not 
coiiespond with any that have seen the last mims- 
tiy Some afiiim, you have quaiielled with Pope 
(whose fiiends they obseive daily fall fiom him, on 
account of his satiiical and comical disposition) , 
otheis, that you aie insinuating youiself into the 
opinions of the ingenious Mi What-do-ye-call- 
him Some think you aie prepaiing youi seimons 
foi the pi ess, and otheis, that you will tiansfoim 
them into essays, and moial discoiuses But the 
only excuse that I will allow }ou is, youi attention 
to the life of ZoiliOi The fiogs aheady seem to 
Cloak foi then tianspoitation to England, and aie^ 
sensible how much that Doctoi is cui&ed and 
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hated, wlio intioduced then specieb into }Our na- 
tion , therefoie, ab you diead the wiath of St Pa- 
^tiick, send them hithei, and nd yom kingdom of 
those pernicious and loquacious animals 

I have at length leceived }our poem out of 
Ml Addison’s handb, which shall be sent as 
soon as ;you oidei it, and m what mannei }oii 
shall appoint I shall, in the mean time, give 
Ml Tooke a packet foi you, consisting of divej& 
nieiiy pieces, Mr Ga}’s new faice, Mi Bui- 
nett’s lettei to Mi Pope , Mi Pope’s Temple of 
Fame ; Mi Thomas Burnet’s Giumblei on Mi 
Gay , and the Bishop of Saiisbuiy’s Elegy, wiitten 
eithei by Mr Caiy oi some othei hand Mi 
Pope IS reading a lettei , and in the mean time I 
make use of the pen, to testifj my uneasiness in 
not he&iing fiom you I find success, even m the 
most tiivial things, laises the indignation of a 
sciibblei , foi I, foi my what-d’-ye-call-it, could 
neithoi escape the fuiv of Mi Bui net oi the Gei- 
man Doctoi , then vheie will lage end, when 
Homei is to be tianslated ? Let Zoilus hasten to 
youi fiiend’s assistance, and envious ciiticism shall 
be no moio I am in hopes that we oidei oui 
aftaiib so, ab to meet this sunimei at the Bath , foi 
Mr Pope and mjself have thoughts of taking a 
tup thithoi You shall pi each, and we will wiite 

lampoons, foi it ib ebteemed as gieat an honoui to 
^lea\e the Bath foi feai of a bioken head, as foi a 
teiioe filiiib of Ovfoid to be expelled I ha\c no 
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place at couit, therefoie, tliat I may n entiiely 
be without one e\eiy wheie, bhow that I have 
a place in youi lemembiance 

Your most affectionate faithful seivantb, 

A Pope and J Gai: 

Homer '\\ili be pubhshed m thiee weeks 


DR PARNELL 10 MR POPE 

I AM Wilting to you a long lettei, but all the tedi- 
ousness I feel in it is, that it makes me duiing the 
time think more intently of my being fai fiom you 
I fancy, if I weie Tilth you, I could lemove some 
of the uneasiness which you may have felt fiom the 
opposition of the world , and which } ou should be 
ashamed to feel, since it is but the testimony which 
one pait of it gives you, that your meat is unq^ues- 
tionable What w'ould you have otheiwise, fiom 
ignoiance, envy, or those tempeis which vie with 
you in youi own way? I know this m mankind, 
that when our ambition is unable to attain its end, 
it IS not only wearied, but exasperated too at the 
vanity of its labouis , then we speak ill of happier 
studies, and sighing, condemn the excellence which 
we find above oui reach 

My Zoilus, which you used to wiite about, I 
finished last spiing, and left in town I waited 
till I came up to send it you, but not ai living heie 



LllL Oi 1 AK^LJuI 


before y^ui book was oat, imagined it a lost picci 
of labonr. If jou imII still have it, yon need onl} 
wiite me i\oid 

I have heie seen the fiist book of Homei, which 
came out at a time when it could not but appeal 
ais a kind of sotting up against you Iviy opinion 
i&, that }Ou nmi/, if you please, gne them thanks 
IV ho wilt it Neithei the numbeis noi the spiiit 
have an equal masteiy with }ouis , but what sui- 
piises me moie is, that, a scholai being concerned, 
theie should happen to he some mistakes m the 
authoi’s sense , such as putting the light of Pal- 
las’s e;yes into the eyes of Achilles, making the 
taunt of Achilles to Agamemnon (that he should 
have spoils when Tioy should he taken), to be a 
cool and seiious pioposal, the tianslating w'hat 
}0u call ablutions by the woid off ah, and so leav- 
ing watei out of the iite of lustiation, &c but jou 
must have taken notice of all this befoie I wiite 
not to mfoim you, but to show I always ha’ve you 
at he ait 

I am Ac 


POPL UO LORD OXFORD 

My Lord, Oct sil, 1721 

Your lordship may be suipiised at the libeit'v I 
take in writing to )ou, though -vou will allow me 
ahvajs to lemcmbeu that >oa once pei nutted mo 
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that honoul, m conjunction with some otfteis who 
bettei deseived it I hope you will not wondei, I 
am still desiioufa to have you think me youi giate- 
ful and faithful seivant hut I own, I have an 
ambition still faithei, to have otheis think me so, 
which IS the occasion I give youi lordship the 
tiouble of this Pooi Pamelle, befoie he died, 
left me the charge of publishing the few lemains 
of his I have a stiong desiie to make them, then 
author and then publishei,^ moie consideiable, by 
addiessing and dedicating them all to you Theie 
lb a pleasuie in beaiing testimony to tiuth, and a 
vanity peihaps, which is at least as excusable as 
any vanity can be I beg you, my loid, to allow 
me to^giatify it in piefixmg this papei of honest 
veises to the book I send the book itself, vhich I 
dai e say you’ll receive moie satisfaction in perusing, 
than you can fiom any thing wntten upon the sub- 
ject of youiself Theiefoie I am a good deal in 
doubt whethei you will care foi any such addition 
to it All I shall say foi it is, that it is the only 
dedication I evei wiit, and shall be the only one, 
whethei you accept of it oi not, foi I will not bow 
the knee to a less man than my Loid Oxfoid, and 
I expect to see no gieatei in my time Aftei all 
if youi loidship will tell my Loid Hailey that 1 
must not do this, you may depend upon a suppres- 

* Lintot paid to Pope the bum of fifteen pounds forPai- 
nells Poems, ISth of Decembei, 3721* See NxchoUs - 
Liter Anoc vol \iii p 300 
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Rion of these seises, (the only copy wheieof I send 
;you) but you iie\ei shall suppiess that gieat, sin- 
ceie, and entiie i aspect with which I am always, 

• My Loid, }oui, &c 


THF FARL OF OXFORD TO MR POPE 

Sir, Biampton Castle, Nov 6, 1721 

I RECEIVED yolii packet, w’-hich could not but give 
me great pleasuie, to see vou piesei\e an old 
fiiend in 30m memoiy, foi it must needs be ^ery 
agieeable to be lememhered by those we highly 
value But then, how much shame did it cause 
me when I lead 30U1 leiy fine veises enclosed^ 
My mind lepi cached me how fai shoit I came of 
w^hat youi gieat fiicndship, and delicate pen would 
paitially desciibe me , }ou ask my consent to pub- 
lish It , to what stiaits cloth this 1 educe me I look 
hack indeed to those e’^emngs I hate usefully 
and pleasantly spent wuth Mi Pope, Dr Fainellj 
Dean Swnft, the Doctoi,i &c I should be glad 
the woild knew you admitted me to >oui fiiend- 
ship, and since youi affection is too hard foi your 
udgment, I am contented to let the world know 
how well Ml Pope can wTite upon a banen sub- 
]ect I retuin }ou an exact copy of the %€ises, 
thit I ina'v keep the onginal, as a testimony of the 


^ \ibiitbnot 
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only eiioi you have been guilty of I hope ^ery 
speedily to embrace you in London, and to assuie 
you d* the particulai e«?teem and friendship where- 
■\^ith I am youi, &c 

From these letters, sa}s Goldsmith, we may 
conclude, as far as their testimony can go, that 
Painell was an agreeable, a geneious, and sincere 
man, indeed, he took care that his friends should 
always see him to the best advantage, for when 
he found his fits of spleen and uneasiness, which 
sometimes lasted foi weeks together, letmning, 
he retreated with all expedition to the i emote 
parts of Ireland, and theie made out a gloomy 
kind of satisfaction m giving hideous desciip- 
tions of the solitude to which he retired, — fiom 
many of his unpublished pieces which I have 
seen, and fiom others which have appeared, it 
would seem that scarce a bog in his neighboui- 
hood was left without leproach, and scarce a 
mountain round his head unsung I can easily, 
(says Pope, in one of his letteis,^ in answer to a 
dieary desciiption of Parnell’s) I can easily ima£>e 

^ Tins fragment of a letter is not to be found in Pope’s 
coirespondence as published in Dr W-irton’s edition I 
should therefore suppose that Goldsmith possessed the hlS 
which has not been preserved I heie remaiL^tlnt 
Pope’s correspondence is not published in Warton’s edition 
with the correctness or completeness that could he desiied 
How far the late editors may have supplied his defioiences. 
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to my iKbughts the solitary houis> of }oui ciemo- 
tical life m the mountains, fiom something- pa- 
i<‘liel to it in my own letiicment at Bmfield ’’4 and 
in anothei place We are both miseiably enough 
situated, God kno\tS, but of the t'no e\ils, I thm^ 
the solitudes of the south aic to be piefeired to the 
desalts of the west’* In this mannei Pope an- 
sweied him m the tone of his o\\n complaints, and 
these descriptions of the imagined distresses of his 
situation, seived to give him a tempoiary relief, 
they thiew oft the blame fiom himself, and laid 
upon loi tune and accident, a wx etchedness of his 
oi\n Cl eating 

Painell’s situation was lendered moie iiksome 
by some moi tifications which he might have avoided , 
he could not live without company v hen in Ii eland , 
and y^et he despised oi neglected a society so m- 
feiioi m cultivation of mind and pohsh of mannei s 
to his English friends Those whom he met at Loi d 
Oxford’s table, and Pope’s libiaiy made him fasn- 
dious of humblei connexions , he did not exeicise 
his aits of pleasing , the complaints he utteied 
against his situation vere not relished by peisons 
who lived contentedly aiound him , and who con- 
sidered his lepi caches as leminding them of an 

I nm not atle to sav, but a new and more perfect edition of 
Pope’s worls is much to he desired ho so «tble to gn e 
one, as the Athenasus of the present age, the accomplished 
jiuthor of the Curiosities of hteiature, iyo 
^ Goldsmith’s Life, p tv 
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ilcuoiity which they weie not willing tchconfes*;, 
101 pel haps able to appieciate, in fact, as his bio- 
»iaphei obseives, “ he saciificed foi a week oi two 
n England a whole yeai’s happiness, by his count: } 
iieside at home ’’ Yet who evei exchanged the 
fascinations of a society m which the polished 
giaces and gentle benevolence of mannei weie 
united with lefined learning, and the vaiious ac- 
quiiements of a cultivated taste, foi a lowei grade 
of life, without feeling how much easiei it would 
be to pass at once into peifect solitude, and how 
sensitive in that delightful and aitificial atinos- 
pheie the mind becomes to the slightest shock, oi 
ludei bieath that it meets with in its alteied mtei- 
coiuse with the woild 

As his foi tune was handsome, and his disposi- 
tion libeial, his mannei of life was elegant and 
even splendid He had no great value foi money, 
and indeed he so fai exceeded his income, as to 
leave his estate somewhat impaiied at his death 
As soon as he collected his rents, he went ovei to 
England, where the fnendship of Pope^ always 
received him wijh open aims, and wheie the wit 
and good humoui of Gay and Aibuthnot, and the 
fascination of Boling bioke’s society, zepaid him 

1 In addition to Lord Oxford, — Pope, S-wift, Aibuthrot, 
Gay, and Jervas, were the peisons to whom Parnell was 
more particnlail) attached , Ins geneial society T presume 
to have been much tlie same as Svutt’s, and what that was, 
maj he seen in the Tournal to Stella 
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for his veaiy months of solitude at Clogher oi 
Fmglas 

About this time Pope and his fiiends had foimed 
^themselves into a society which they called^ the 
Scnblerus Club, of which Parnell was a membei 
It appeals fiom some MS anecdotes left by Pope, 
that Parnell had a pimcipal shaie ‘m the oiigin 
of the sciences from the monkies in Ethiopia 
The life of Zoilus ivas intended as a satiie on 
Dennis® and Theobald, with whom the club waged 
eternal wai 

The life of Homei piefixed to the tianslation of 
the Iliad was wiitten by Painell, and collected 
by Pope, who assmes us, that this collection was 
not effected without gieat laboui ‘‘ It is still stiff, 
(he sa}s) and was wiitten still stiffer, as it is, I 
verily think it cost me moie pains m the coirect- 
mg, than the wiitmg it w’-ould ha\e done That 
PainelPs piose, as Goldsmith says, is awkwaid 
and inharmonious, and that Pope would haie 
written in a style moie elegant and polished, may 
be well believed, but I question whethei Pope 

* The ongm of the sciences from the monkies of Ethiopia 
was written by me. Dean Pamell and Dr Arhuthnot 
Spencers Anecdotes, -p 201 

® Dennis’s self-conceit, vanity, and envy, ceitaml> de- 
served a heavy castigation his preface to his Comical Gal- 
lants IS a most extraordinary production of egotism and 
impudence , while the play itself is a mass of dulness and 
stupnLty The learning of Theobald might have shielded 
him from contempt 
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With his imperfect leaining* would haver ventured 
on an oiiginal life of Homei, and whethei it was 
not safei to leave it m Painell’s hands Eveiy 
page of Pope’s Homei shows equally his poetical* 
genius, and his -want of scholarship I have no 
doubt that he set a high value on PainolFs assist- 
ance, and that it was of essential seivice to him 
in undei standing his authoi , but no assistance of 
fi lends, learned enough and anxious to assist him, 
could supply his own deficiencies in classical taste 
and knowledge , Pope was nevei wanting in vigi- 
lance and mdustiy , he consulted the commentators 
as to what was difficult oi doubtful, and he borrowed 
fiom the formei tianslators when they were happy 
and successful m then expiession ; but he nevei 
caught the mannei, oi imbibed the spnit of his 
original , foi he had nevei studied the language 
in which It was wntten ^ I considei Pope’s 

^ The difficulties attending a tianslation of Homei exist, 
though m a giaduated scale, m the attempts to reflect in our 
language the style and charactei of the other Grecian poets 
These principally arise from the difierent structure, and great 
infeiioiity of our language, hy which a translator is placed 
between two difficulties* lie must either endeavour to 
raise his poetical language to the poTv er of the original, and 
emulate through the dull and hoi ny medium of the Gothic, 
the transpaient and ci ystal beauty of the Greek, which will 
lead him, as it did Pope, to superfluous and peihaps 
cnmhious embellishment, oi if he attempts, like Cowper, 
to give & facsimile of his ouginal, he will find his own in- 
ferior language unable to support him, — ^what was pUih, with 
him Will become flat, the simple will be naked and bald^ 
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geneial alteiation of Hoinei’s style to be a much 
greatei fault, than the mistakes -which he made 
in the meaning of paiticulai passages If I^may 
^so expiess myself, he attempting to follow and 
mutate the flight of the Grecian poet, without 
possessing the same vaiict^ of movement, oi equal 
fic\ibility of wing ^ Pei haps the gieatest chaiin, 
(sa}s a ciitic^ of much taste and knowledge) 
of the most sublime of all the ancient poets, is a 
variety and discrimination of mannei and cha- 
lactei in which Shakespeaie is his only inal ’ 
The fi lends of Pope -woie men of wit andhumoui, 
of admuable genius, and extensive information, 
but with the exception of Painell and of Aibuthnot, 
he had no one to -v\hom he could apply foi infor- 
mation on subjects of Gieek liteiatuie and they 
were all so dazzled with the splendoui of his tians- 

and the -veneiahle and patnajci? t/Z majesty of the Gieoian 
bald will descend horn its illnstiions ele-vation, to ait on 
the steps of the thione -v^hich it had once dignified and 
adorned Pope s Hoinei, lihe Dr} den s tianslition of Vir- 
gil, IS exceedingly valuable as an English poem , m them 
united, IS to be found, ever} curious modulation of ihjthm, 
and every beautiful variety of expression that our heroic 
metre admits Pope somewheie mentions that injudi- 
cious fhends, for ten years, peisecuted him with the most 
importunate persuasion to give a ne-w translation of Virgil 
IVhat accurate estimation of his own poweis, and what res- 
pect for Di} den, was included m the silent and steady 
refusal 

' See Mr Uvedaie Price’s essay on the Mod Proaun of 
'^heAnc Languages, p 186, 
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lation, and so delighted with its man}* acknow- 
ledged beauties, that they wreie moie willing to 
expatiate on its meiits, and unfold its chainis, 
than compaie it with an oiiginal which they them 
selves impel fectly understood In addition to this, 
and speaking without any affectation of pedantiy, 
a classical simplicity of taste was no moie the cha- 
lacteiistic excellence of that time, than solid and 
e'sitensive leainmg Amidst the geneial shout of 
appiohation, old Bentley’s sarcastic gi owl was heard 
with indiffeience or contempt, but Bentley was 
the only one among them who had studied or un- 
dei stood the subject of dispute , what he said was 
stiictly true, it w’^as not the effusion of envy oi 
mean deti action the baid of Twickenham was no 
iival of his , noi was Bentley evei unjust, wheie 
solid attainments oi splendid talents could claim 
respect He did not detiact fiom the meats of 
Pope’s tianslation as a poem, he did not entei 
into the subject of its oiiginal beauties , but he 
said it was not Homer, and he was right 

To letuin to Painell, Goldsmith mentions that 
the Scnbleius^ Club, when the membeis weie all in 

^ The memoirs of Martmus Sciiblenis lose from a happ} 
thought, and weie happily executed They were the 
flower of that wit, and humour, and sagacity, of which the 
Dunciad was the strong and bitter root In the edi- 
tions of Pope, this part of his works does not seem to 
me to he faithfully edited Ihere is a chapter called “ A.n- 
nus Mirahihs,^ which should piecede 'Stradlmg versus 
Styles,’ that is omitted The chapter called The DouhjI 
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town, wdie seldom asundei, and often made ex- 
clusions on foot, into the countiy Swift was 
usually the butt ot the compaii}, and if a tuck 
w as pk} ed he was alw a} s the suffei ei The whole 
paity once agieed to walk down to the house of 

Loid B , who IS still liMng, and whose seat is 

about tw^elve miles fiom town^ As e\ery one 
agieed to make the best of his w^ay, Swift, who 
was lemaikable foi walking, soon left all the lest 
behind him, fully lesohed upon his aiiival to choose 
the very best bed foi himself, foi that w^as his cus- 
tom In the mean time Painoll was deteimined 
to pi event his intentions, and taking hoise aimed 

at Loid B k by anothei way, long befoie him 

Having apprized his loidship of Swift’s design, it 
was resolved at any late to keep him out of the 
house, but how to effect this w^as the question 
Swift ne\ei had the small-po\, and w^as veiy much 
afiaid of catching it As soon theiefoie as he ap- 
peared stiiding along at some distance fiom the 
house, one of his loidship’s seivants was dispatched 

Mistress has been translated, altered, and enlaiged, the 
humour destroyed, and much gioss nhaldry and vulgar in- 
decency introduced by Pigault Le Biun, in his BKHnges 
Litt4raires et Critiques, vol ii p 73—144, called Ciuse 
C61ebre , he has# cantharadised the stoij , Warton is not con- 
sistent in his omissions, if they were regulated by an atten- 
tion to decency and propnet) 

* By Loid B , I presume, is meant Lord Batliuist 

lie h-id at that time a seat, oi Mila, somewhere be}ond 
STw ickenham, which he subsequent!} i elinqrished v P 
Lett to Suift^hv 
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to infoim him that the small pox was theis making 
gieat ravages in the family, but that theie was a 
summei -house with a field bed at his seivice at 
the end of the gaiden Theie the disappointed 
Dean was obliged to letiie, and take a cold suppei 
that was sent out to him, while the rest was feast- 
ing within Howevei, at last they took compassion 
on him, and upon his piomismg nevei to choose 
the best bed again, they peimitted him to make 
one of the company 

Goldsmith consideis that the Scnbleius^ Club 
began with Painell, and that his death ended the 
connexion , if so, it was not of veiy long continu- 
ance, foi Parneirs fiist excuision to England be- 
gan about the yeai 1706, and he died in 1718 

Fiom his long lesidence in Ii eland, and fiom 
little of his coiiespondencc having been pieseived, 
Painell has not been known as he deseives, noi is 
his name so familiai to us as that of many otlieis 
of the fi lends of Pope, but he seems to have yielded 
to few of xhem m talent oi acquiiement , to none 

^ I suppose It to be geiieially known, that the name 
“ Maitmus Sciiblerus” took its use from a joke of Loid 
Oxfoid^s, who used to call Swift, Dt Martin The poem 
of the Dunciad was saggested to Pope by Swift See 
Swift's Letteis, vol i.ii p 440 “ The taste of England 

IS infamously coirupted by shoals of wi etches who write for 
their biead, and theiefore I had reason to put Mi Pope 
on wilting the poem called the Dunciad , and to hale. those 
scoundrels out of then ohscuiit}, by telling then names at 
Length,” Lc 
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xn the m^e valuable viitues of the heart It is 
said, that the festivity of his conveisation, the be- 
nevolence of his heait, and the geneiosity of, his 
lempei, weie qualities that might seive to cement 
any society, and that could hardly be leplaced 
when he was taken auay In his latei j^eais, do- 
mestic SOI lows so pi eyed on a neivous and ex- 
cited mind, as to diive him fiom solitude, and he 
sought even in common and promiscuous com- 
pany a tempoiary oblivion of his afEiction That 
he fondly cheiished the lemembiance of the esti- 
mable pai tnei of his life whom he so eaily lost, seems 
to be a fact known to his fi lends and acknowledged 
by his biogiapheis, but that he fell amait;yi to 
conjugal fidelity (as Goldsmith asseits), may be 
leceivedwith some model ate limitation Oui ma- 
teiials^ aie too scantj, and impel feet to enable us 
to determine what was the exact cause of Paineirs 
death, which took place befoie his foitieth yeai , but 
fiom the passages in Swift’s Jouinal, I should think 
It not impiobable that he died of a slow nei^ous 
decline 

Pei haps it would be as well to mseit, m this pait 
of the naiiative, the mention made of him by Swift 
while both weie lesident in London, and when the 

^ Johnson is lepoiied to ha\ e said “ Goldsmith’s Life of 
Parnell is pooi, not that it is poorly wi^tten, hut that he 
hid pcToi materials, foi nobody can -sMite the life of a man, 
but those who have eat and dianh, and li\ed in soualmter- 
course with him ” Boi,uell sLiJe of Johisoii,u p 163 
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Httei zealously intioduced him to the notice of the 
mimstiy Painell, howe^ei, gamed nothing by 
his po^veiful connexions, but a few dinneis and^ 
compliments fiom Loid Oxfoid, and some poetical 
ciiticisms fiom Mi Secietaiy St John, his pie- 
feiment he owed entirely to the faithful and pei- 
seveiing fiiendship of the Dean 

Swift, in his Journal to Stella, July 1, 1712, 
wiites — ' On Sunday Aichdeacon Painell came 
heie to see me It seems he has been ill foi giief 
of his wife’s death, and has been two months at 
Bath He has a mind to go to Dunkiik with Jack 
Hill, and I peisuaded him to it, and have spoke to 
Hill to leceive him, but I doubt he won’t have 
spiiit to go ’ 

On the 22d Decembei, of the same yeai, he 
says — ‘ I gave Loid Boling bioke a poem of Pai- 
nell’s I made Painell inseit some compliments 
in It to his loidship He is extiemely pleased ivith 
it, and lead some paits of it to-day to Loid Tiea- 
suiei, who liked it as much And indeed he out- 
does all oui poets heie a bai’s length Lord Boling- 
bioke has oidered me to bung him to dinnei on 
Christmas day, and I made Loid Tieasuiei piomise 
to see him, and it may one day do Painell a kind- 
ness You know Painell, I believe I have told 
you of that poem ' 

Dec 25 I earned Painell to dine at Loid 
Bolmgbroke^s, and he behaved himself veiy well, 
and Lord Bohngbioke is mightily pleased with him 
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Dec vfO He (Loid Oxfoid) cannot dine with 
Painell and me, at Loid Bolingbioke’s to-moiiow, 
but sa^s he will see Painell some othei time,. I 
^piaise up Painell paitly to spite the envious lush 
folks heie, paiticulaily Tom Leigh 

Dec 31 To-day Painell and I dined with Loid 
Bolmgbioke, to coiiect Painell’s poem I made 
him shew all the places he disliked, and when 
Painell has collected it fully, he shall pnnt it 
Jan 6, 1713 Lord Bolmgbioke, and Painell, 
and I, dined by invitation with my fiiend^ Dai- 
tineuf, whom you have heaid me talk of Loid 
Bolmgbioke likes Painell mightily, and it is 
pleasant to see that one who haidly passed foi any 
thing in Iieland, makes his way heie with a little 
fiiendly peisuading 

Jan 31 I contiived it so, that Loid Tieasurer 
came to me and asked (I had Painell by me) 
whethei that was Di Painell, and came up and 
spoke to him with gieat kindness, and invited him 
to his house I value myself on making the 
Ministry desire to be acquainted with Parnell, and 
not Parnell with the Mmistiy His poem is 
almost fully collected, and shall be out soon 
Feb 14 I took Painell this morning, and we 
walked to see pool Hariison I told Painell I ivas 
afiaid to knock at the door, my heait misgave me 
Feb 19 I w as at com t to-day, to speak to Loi d 
Bolmgbioke to look o/er PainelPs poem since it 

1 See Pope’s Tra of Hor, Lib ii S 2 ver 87 
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IS conocted, and Painell and I dined withnim, and 
lie has shewn him thiee oi four moie places to altei 
a little Lady Bolmgbioke came down to us while 
we iieie at dinnei, and Painell staied at hei as if 
she weie a goddess I thought she was like Pai- 
neli’b wife, and he thought so too 

Painell is much pleased with Loid Boling hi oke’s 
favoui to him, and I hope it may one day turn to 
to his advantage His poem will be punted in a 
few days 

Maich 6 I thought to have made Painell dine 
with him (Loid Tieasuiei) but he was ill, his 
head is out of oider like mine, but moie constant, 
pool boy 

Maich 9 I dined with my fiiend Lewis, and 
the Piovost, and Painell and Poid weie with us 
Maich 20 Painell’s poem will be published on 
Monday, and to-moiiow I design he shall pi esent 
It to Loid Tieasuiei and Loid Bolmgbioke, at 
couit The pool lad is almost always out of oidei 
with his head Buike’s wife is his sistei She 
has a little of the pert lush way 

Mai ch 27 Pai nelFs poem is mightily esteemed , 
but poetiy sells ill 

Apiil 1 Painell and I dined with Daitmeuf to- 
day, after dinnei we all went to Loid Bolingbioke's, 
who had desiied me to dine with him, but I would 
not, because I heaid it was to look ovei a dull poem 
3f one Paison Trapp’s, upon the peace 
Apul 21 I dined at an ale-house with Painell 
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and BeiReley, foi I am not m hnmoiii to go 
among the ministeis 


Sib(ft\ Lettero^ ^ol xi p 259 

April 30, 1713 

I suppose }om Giace nas heaid th?t the 
Queen has maae Di Stone Bishop of Diomoie, 
and that I am to succeed him in his Deaneiy 
Di Painell, i\ho is now in toivn, writ last post to 
yom giace, to debiie the fa\oui of you that he 
may have my small pichend He thinks ii will 
be of some advantage to come into the chaptei, 
vheie it may possibly be in m> po'wei to seive 
him in a ivay agieoable to him, although in no 
degiee €tf[ual to his neiits, by ’^ihich he has dis- 
tinguished himself so much, that he is in gieat 
esteem with the ministiy”, and otheis of the most 
valuable peisons in this town He has been many 
yeais under 50 U 1 gi ace’s diiection, and has a ^eiy 
good title to youi favoui, so that I believe it will 
be unnecessaiy to add how much I should be 
obliged to youi giace s compliance in this mattei 
and I flattei myself that his being agieeable to 
me will be no disadvantage to him in youi giace s 
opimon 

May 23, 1713 You vili find a lettei tlieie (at 
Bath) as old as that, \Mth a lequisition m fa\oui 
of Di Painell, viho, by his oyn meut, is in the 
esteem of the mimsteis heie 
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F'lom Gay* June 8» 1714 

1 am, this evening, to he at Mi Lewis’s with 
the Piovost, Ml Fold, Parnell^ and Pope 

FiomDi Aibuthnot Tune 12, 1714. 

I lemembei the fiistpait of the Di agon’s ^ veises 
was complaining of ill usage, and at last he con- 
cludes, 

He that comes not to rule, will be sure to obey. 

When summoned by Arbuthnot, Pope, Pai7iell,Bxid Gay 

Painell has been thinking of going chaplain to my 
Lord Claiendon, but they will not say whethei he 
should 01 not 

Fiom Dj Aihiithnot June 26, 1714 

I have solicited both Lord Tieasuier and Loid 
Bolmgbioke stiongly foi the Painehan, and gave 
them a memoiial the othei day Loid Tieasuiei 
speaks mightily affectionately of him, which you 
know is an ill sign in ecclesiastical pieferments 

Fiom Loid Bolinghroke July 13, 1714 

Indeed I wish I had been with you, with Pope, 
and Parnell, quibus neque ammi candidioies m a 
little time peihaps I may have leisuie to be happy 

Fiom Di Arbuthnot July 17, 1714 

I was going to make an epigiam upon the im- 


^ 1 e Loid Oxford’s 
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agmatio* of }oui binning \oui own lu^foiy with 
a buinmg glass I wish Pope oi Paineli would 
put It into rh} me ^ 

Ftom Chaihb Fo)d July 20, 1714 
Pope and Painell tell me you design them a 
Msit When do you go^ If you aie with them 
in the middle of the week, I should be glad to meet 
you tbeie 

Fiom Di Aibuth lot 

The Painehan who was to ha'ie earned this 
letter, seems to have changed his mind by some 
sudden turn in his affaiis, but I wish his hopes 
may not be the effect of some accidental thing 
woiking upon his spirits, lather than any well 
giounded pioject 

Fiom Swift December 2, 1736 
You began to distinguish so confounded eaily, 
that youi acquaintance with distingmshed men of 
all kinds was almost as ancient as mine, I mean 
Wycheiley% Rowe, Piior, Congrewe, Addison, Pai- 
nell, &c 

From Sn Chailes Wogan to Sw^t 1732 
let not the English wits and paiticulaily my 
friend Mi Pope (whom I had the honoui to bung 
up to London fiom our retreat in the foies t 
of Windsor, to diess a la mode, and intioduce 
at Wills’s Coffee House) lun down a country’' as 
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the haunt of dulness, to whose geniuses-he owns 
himself so much indebted What encomiums does 
Vie not lay out up<)n Roscommon and Walsh m the 
close of his excellent Essay on Ciiticism^ How' 
gi atefuliy does he expiess his thanks to Di Swift, 
Sii Samuel Gaith, Mi Congieve, and my 'pooi 
f 7 tend and neighbour D? Parnell^ m the pie- 
face to his admiiable tianslation of the Iliad, m 
leturn foi the many lights and lessons they admi- 
nisteied to him, both in the opening and the pio- 
secution of that gieat undertaking 

Pope lo Gay 1714 

Di Painelle and I have been insepaiable evei 
since you went We ate now at the Bath, wheie 
(if you are not, as I heaitily hope, bettei en- 
gaged), youi coming would be the gieatest plea- 
suie to us in the woild Talk not of expenses 
Home! shall suppoit his childien I beg a line of 
you, diiected to the Post House in Bath Pooi 
Parnelle is in an ill state of health 

Fi om Pope to Cay (without date ) 

The ill effects of contention and squabbling, so 
lively desciibed in the fiist Iliad, make Di Pai- 
nelle and myself continue in the most exemplaiy 
union in eveiy thing We deseive to be woishiped 
by all the pooi, divided, factious, interested poets 
of this woild As we use in oui speculations daily, 
^^e aie giown so giave, that we have not condo- 
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scendedjto laugh at any of the idle things about 
us this week I have conti acted a seventy of as- 
pect from deep meditation on hi^h subjects, equal 
to the foiinidable front of black-biow’d Jupxtei, 
and become an avful nod as %vell, vhen I assent 
to some grave and'weightj piopo&itionoftheDoctoi, 
01 enfoice a ciiticism of mine own In a 'v\ord, 
Young himself has not acquired moie tragic ma- 
jesty in his aspect by leading his own verses, than 
I by Homer’s In this state I cannot consent to 
your publication of that ludicrous, tiifiing, bui- 
lesque you wiite about Di Painelle joins also 
in my opinion, that it vill by no means be well to 
punt It 

Ftom Pcpt. io Gay 

Di Painelle will honoui Tonson’s hliscellany 
with some \eiy beautiful copies at my lequest 
He enteis heartily into om design I onlj fear his 
stay m town may chance to be but shoit 

Pope to Je has 1716 

Pool poetry ^ the little that is left of it here, 
longs to cross the seas, and lea^e Eusden in full 
possession of the British laurel And we be- 
gin to wish you had the singing of our poets as 
well as the croaking of our fiogs to youi selves, m 
scBCula smcu lorum It would be w ell in exchange, 
if Pamelley and two or three more of your swans 
would come hither, especially that swan, who like 
a tnie modem one, does not smg at all Di Swift 
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Pope to Je7ias Noveinbu 171b 

The best amends you can make foi saying* 
nothing to me, is, by saying all the good yoiiP 
can of me, which is, that I heaitily love and es- 
teem the Dean and Dr Painelle Gay is youis 
and thefis His spirit is awakened veiy much in 
the cause of the Dean, which has bioke foith in a 
courageous couplet oi two upon Sii Richaid Black- 
more He has punted it with his name to it, and 
bravely assigns no othei leason than that the said 
Sir Richard has abused Dr Swift I have also 
suffeied in the hke cause, and shall sufifei more, 
unless Parnelle sends me his Zoilus and Bookwoim 
(which the Bishop of Clogher, I heai, greatly ex- 
tols), &c 


Pope to hivas 

Having named the latter piece (The Batrachom 
of Homei), give me leave to ask what has become 
of Di Painelle and his Fiogs ^ ' Obhtusque 7ne- 
oruTiiy obltvtscendus et zlhs,^ might be Hoi ace’s 
wush, but will never be mine, while I have such 
meorums as Dr Painelle and Di Swift If you 
have begun to be historical, I lecommend to your 
hand the story which eveiy pious Iiishman ought 
to begin with, that of St Patiick , to the end you 
may be obliged (as Dr Painelle ’was when he4ians- 
lated the Batiachomuomaohia) to come into Eng- 
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land to eispy the fi ogts, and such othei veimin, as 
weie nevei seen m that land since the tune of that 
confessoi ’ 

Pope io^ ' ^ 17181 

This awakens the memoi 7 of some of those v ho 
have made a pait in all these Pooi Painelle ' 
Gaith, Rowe ’ you justly lepiove me foi not speak- 
ing of the death of the last Pamelle was too 
much in my mind, to whose memoiy I am electing 
the best monument I can What he gate me to 
pubhsh loas but a small part ofxi hat he left he 
hind him , hut it wa6 the he^t, and I mil not male 
it ivo7se by enlarging it I’d fain know if he 
be bulled at Chestei oi Dublin, and what caie has 
been, oi is to be taken foi his monument, &c 

P)om Aibuthiiot 1714 

Mai tin’s (i e Maitinus Sciibleius) ofiice is now 
the second dooi on the left hand m Do^e Stieet, 
wheie he will be glad to see JDi Parnelle, ]\ri 
Pope and his old fiiends, to whom he can still 
affoid half a pint of claiet 

Having now mentioned the facts which have 
come down to us, i elating to PainelFs life, and 
which weie chiefly obtained by the inquiues and 
leseaiches of Goldsmith 1 shall pass on to a short 
considei ation of his poems His biogi aphei , wdiose 

' Goldsmith w as indebted foi hib infoimation to Sir 7olm 
Painell, the nephew of the poet, to Mi and hlrs Pogeite, 
his lelations, and to his QoodJ-iiend, "Mi Geoige Stee-vens 

E 
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opinion on subjects connected with poeti^, must be 
received with the attention due to so gieat an autho- 
iity^ gives the following favouiable chaiacter of 
Paineirs talents , it is wiitten with disci iminatiori 
and tiuth, but that the allusions which he makes 
m stiong dispaiagement of those who adopted a 
diffeient style, of moie elaboiate stiuctuie,and moie 
ornamental language, appeal to me to deiive their 
seventy fiom something that acts moie stiongly on 
the mind than a mere diffeience of taste This is 
not the place to entei into the consideiation of the 
question, but while I am peisuaded that the ex- 
pression ^tawdiy things,’ cannot with any piopiiety 
be applied to the poetry of Giay oi Collins (the per- 
sons whom Goldsmith had in his mind) , I believe 
that then iich and ornamented s£jle, their selected 
phiaseology, then piofuse image: y, and metapho- 
iical splendoui to be the propei and essential con- 
stituents of the lyiical style in which they wiote , 
and that theie aie giounds sufficient, as lespects 
either poet, to assuie us, that they weie not igno- 
lant of the mannei of expiession that was requiied 
by the subject on which it was employed The cri- 
ticism of Goldsmith seems also to press too stiongly 
into m opinion which cannot be leceived, that theie 
IS only one style of superior and undisputed excel- 
lence, and that otheis aie faulty m proportion as 
they depait fiom it I know of no poet of any 
eminence contemporary with him to whom the bio- 
grapliei can allude, but those I mentioned , except 
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tliat the 3j)ungei Waiton may, peihaps, be added to 
the n-umber, and though I am awaie of the dif- 
feience that exists between these wiiteis in the 
Respective conceptions of then subjects, in then 
taste and genius , still m its application to any of 
them, I considei Goldsmith’s ciiticism to be pushed 
fai beyond the bounds of tiuth, and, in some paits 
of it, to be entiiely eiioneous 

' Parnell (he says) is only to be considei ed as a 
poet, and the universal esteem in which his poems 
aie held, and the leiteiated pleasuie they give in 
the peiusal, aie a sufficient test of then meiit He 
appeals to me to be the last of that gieat school, 
that had modelled itself on the ancients, and taught 
English poetiy to lesemble what the geneiality of 
mankind have allowed to excel A studious and 
collect obsenmi of antiquity, he set himself to con- 
sidei natuie with the lights it lent him, and he 
found the more aid he boi lowed fiom the one, the 
more delightfully he lesembled the othei To 
copy natme is a task the most bungling -^lorkman 
is able to execute • to select such paits as contu- 
bute to delight, is leseived only foi those whom 
accident has blessed with uncommon talents, or 
such as have lead the ancients with indefatigable 
industiy Painell is evei happy m the selection 
of his images, and sciupulously caieful in the 
choice of his subjects His pi eductions beai no 
lesemblance to those tawdiy thmgs 'which it has 
foi some time been the fashion to admue, in -writ- 
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ing which, the poet sits down without ^ny plan, 
and heaps up splendid images without any selec- 
tioi\, when the leader giows dizzy with praise 
and admiration, and yet soon giows w^eary, he ca 
scarcely tell why Oui poet on the contraiy gives 
out his beauties with a more sparing hand He is 
still caiiying his reader foiwaid, and just gives 
him lefieshment sufEcient to suppoit him to his 
journey’s end At the end of his couise, the reader 
leg lets that his way has been so shoit he w’ondeis 
that it gave him so little trouble, and so resolves to 
go the jouiney ovei again 

His poetical language is not less coiiect than 
his couplets aie pleasing He found it at that pe- 
iiod at which it was brought to its highest pitch of 
lefinement, and ever since his time it has been 
giadually debasing It is indeed amazing, aftei 
what has been done by Dryden, Addison, and Pope, 
to impiove and haimomze oui native tongue, that 
then successois should have taken so much pains 
to involve it in piistine baibaiity These mis- 
guided innovatois have not been content with 
restoiing antiquated woids and phiases, but have 
indulged themselves m the most licentious tians- 
positions and the haishest constructions, vainly 
imagining that the moie then wiitingsweie unlike 
prose, the moie they lesemble poetry They have 
adopted a language of then own, and call upon man- 
kind foi admiiation All those who do notTindei- 
stand them aie silent, and those who make out then 
meaning, aie willing to piaise, to show they undei- 
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stand. Fiom these follies and affectations, the 
poems of Painell aie entirely free , he has consi- 
dered the language of poetiy as the language of 
life, and convejs the warmest thoughts m the sim- 
plest expiession ' Such aie the obseivations of 
Goldsmith, I shall now pioceed to a moie paiti- 
culai enumeration of our Poet’s pi eductions 

Hesiod, 01 the Rise of Woman — It would 
he difficult to piaise too highly the ease, the 
spiighthness, and the fine poetical taste of this 
poem , the subject is tieated m a mannei the most 
lively and agieeahle, the versification is polished 
and musical, the images delicate and well se- 
lected , a vein of humour at once elegant and iich 
peivades the whole It approaches more closely 
to the mannei of Pope’s Rape of the Lock than any 
poem with w^hich I am acquainted It has the same 
cadences, the same stiucture of lines, even the same 
expiessions , and I consider it to have been much 
indebted to him foi the high finish of its colouis, 
and the exquisite beauties of its diction This is 
not said in any dispaiagement of Parnell’s poweis, 
but I believe it to be acknowledged, that Pope took 
infinite pains in the levision and alteiationof Pai- 
nell’s poems In speaking of the Hermit, Gold- 
smith says, 2 — It seems to have cost great laboui 

^ This Poem was fiist published in a Misjcellanyof fon- 
bon’s, which I do not happen to possess 

® See Goldsmith’s Beauties of Eng Poetry, 1 p 29, and 
Swift’s Journal to Stella, Dec 23, 2o, 1712 Jan 6, 1731 , 
>el) 19, 1712-3 , where it appears that Swift gave Parnell 
hints and corrections for his poems 
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doth to Ml Pope and Mi Parnell bmiself to biin^ 
it to tins pel faction ’’ Upon the whole, this poem 
will fully justify the asseition of Hume ,3 at least 
that pait of it that regal ds oui poet It is suf- 
ficient to lun ovei Cowley once , but Parnell, 
after the fiftieth leadmg, is as fiesh as the fiist 
Of the thiee songs -which follow, Goldsmith says 
that two of them weie wiitten upon the Lady 
whom he afterwaids maiiied Theie appeal s some 
leason to suppose that the fiist, Wnen thy beauty 
appears,” was composed by Pope , foi it is men- 
tioned as his by Lord Pefeiboiough, in a lettei 
to Mis Howard ^ 

The Anacieontic, ‘^Wiien Spiing came on wuth 
flesh delight,” is said to be a tianslation fiom the 
Fiench Goldsmith thinks that it is bettei than 
the oiiginal The well known song that follows it, 
“ Gay Bacchus liking Estcouit's wine,” is a tians- 
lation of a poem by Auguicllus 

Invitat ohm Bacchus cocnim suos, 

Comum, Jocum, Cupidmem, See 

Painell, in his translation, applied the chaiacteis 
to some of his fi lends, no mention is made in 
Pope’s edition, of its being a tianslation indeed 
the latter pait is entiiely Parnell’s 

The “ Faiiy Tale” must lank among the most 
successful of oui poet’s pi eductions ; the language 

® See Hume’s Essar on Simphcit/ and Befinement 
^ See Suliolk’s T^etters, vol i p 161 
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IS simpl^and clear, the veise easy andnatuial, and 
the stoiy appiopiiate to the st>le Goldsmith sa}s 
it IS incontestably one of the finest pieces m an'v 
’language ” 

The PeiMgilmm Veneiis'* is tianslated m 
easy and flowing veisification, though too paia- 
phrastical, }et few peisons peiliaps -would ha\e 
tiansfeiied its beauties more successfully, foi the 
delicacy, and select bi evity of its expiession, ould 
baffle any attempt to exactness of imitation In 
one 01 two places, Painell appeals to me to have 
missed the meaning, as 

Qumdo facinm, ut Chelidou, utt-iceic desmam'^ 

When shall I smg, as the swallo-^^ is now singing ^ 
When will my spimg aiiive, ‘quando lei leniet 
meum’’ Painell howevei wiites thus, 

How long in coming ib m} lovely spi mg. 

And when shall I, and wlien the si allow -sing ’ 

In the Batiachomuomachia, Painell has pre- 
seived the mock dignity of the oiigmal , without 
ever stepping beyond the limits of a jubt piopiiety 
The" great defect of his veision anses fiom his not 
having tianslated the Gieek names of the combat- 
ants, which aie foimed with consideiable humoui, 
and this omission lendeis the English poem coin- 
aratively flat 

I am not sine whethei the critics ha%e decided 
as to the time m which this huilcsque poem was 
wiitten , or how they have accounted for its ha-^ mg 
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boil owed the -^eneiable name of the 'father of 
poetiy, but I will just mention that there is one 
passage m it, which at oncepiecludes it fiom being 
the pioduction of the authoi of the Iliad and Odys-' 
sey, unless an inteipolation by a latei hand should 
be suspected 

« Devoid of rest, with aching brows I lay. 

Till each proclaim’d the crimson dawn of day ” 

Theie is no mention of this bud in Homei , 
piobably it was not known till the i etuin of the aimy 
of Alexander, who bi ought the Indian Jungle fowl 
home with them fiom the East, and domesticated 
them in Em ope 

The Epistle to Pope,^ Goldsmith says, is one of 
the finest compliments that was ever paid to any 
poet, he hints at Parnell’s desciiption of his lesi- 
dence in Ii eland being splenetic and untiue and 
says that this poem gave much ofPence to his neigh- 
bours, who considered that they could supply him 
wnth learning and poetiy, without an impoitation 
fiom Twickenham 

The tianslation of some lines in the Rape of the 
Lock into ihyming Latin veise, was owing to the 
following circumstance Befoie the Rape of the 
Lock was finished, 2 Pope was reading it to Swift, 

* Johnson says, “that the verses on Barrenness, in the 
poem to Pope, are borrowed fiom Secundns, but her could 
cot find the passage 

® I rose from a late perusal of the Lutrin of Boileau, 
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'Vi ho listened attentively, 'while Paineil "ivent in 
and out of the room appealing to take no notice 
^of it However, by dint of his good memoi}, he 
bought away the desciiption of the toilet pietty 
exactly This he \ei sifted, and on the next day, 
when Pope "was leading the poem to some fiiends, 
he insisted that pait of the desciiption "was stolen 
fiom an old monkish manusciipt Goldsmith sa} s 
he was assuied of the truth of this account, he 
adds, that it was not till after some time that Pope 
was deliveied fiom the confusion 'which it at fiist 
pioduced 

The Eclogue on Health has the geneial meiit 
of Paineir& poetiy , musical veisiftcation and po- 
etical language yet we occasionally meet with that 
which I suppose, it took Pope so much labour to 
impiove, flat and prosaic expressions 

The Elegy to an Old Beauty,’’ has much of 
that spiightlmess and graceful ease which Pope 
possessed, and which gave a lustie and woith to 
trifles Theie is, howevei, a couplet in it, that 
seems to me to be defective, and 'vv anting in con- 


witli a stiong and pleasing conviction, not only of Pope’s 
immeasurable supenonty over tbe French poet, in poetical 
conception of his subject, in brilliant fancy, vaneiy of cha- 
ractei, elegance of allusion , but also in good sense, and 
tiuth, and adbeience to nature, Boileau s ground-plot 
mean, his sentiments strained, und Ins picture o\ erebarged , 
he is struggling for an effect that hit, subject does not ad- 
mit, nor his poetical po-uers enable him to supplj 
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struction, but I do not knoT\ howto lecti^it, while 
the metie and ihyme aie pieseived, 

But 'beauty gone, ’tis easier to be wise, 

As baipers better, by the loss of e^es 

though it might beiestoied to its meaning, under 
the following alteiation, 

“ As harpers better •playy by loss of eyes ” 

The Book Woiin” is a tianslation fiom Bt7a5 
with modem applications 

In “ The Imitation of some Fiench veises,” I am 
rathei surpiised that Pope’s accuiacy of eai, and 
conect taste, should permit such an impel feet 
ihyme to pass, as bliss and 'vi ish,” especially m 
those light pieces whose peifect finishing foims 
half their meiit 

The Night Piece on Death” Goldsmith much 
admiies; and endeavouis, yet appaiently against 
his real conviction, to piefei to Giay’s immortal 
Elegy His piaise is pared a^ay by his caution, 
for he is 

Willing to wound, and jet afiaid to stiike 

and he supposes that, with veiy little amendment, 
It might be made to suipa&s all those night pieces 
and chuichyard scenes that have since appealed ” 
Johnson’s 1 love of tiuth, not his partiality foi Gray, 

^ In the eigbtb chapter of the Vicar of Wakefield, Gold 
smith considers G4.Y as hwmg coiiupted thepuntj of Eng- 
lish poetiy, and introducing a false taste by loading bis lines 
with epithets English poetiy, he sajs, like that m the 
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foiced him into the confession, that Gi ay’s poem 
has the advantage in dignity, vanety, and ongina- 
^ lity of sentiments ^ In anothei of his books, Gold- 
smith mentions this poem of Painell Tvith similai 
piaise, but consideis the veisification unsuitable to 
the subject 2 Theie is, m tiuth, nothing ■v\hich could 
entitle it to be raised into companson ivith Giay’s 
Elegy ; but if Goldsmith had pointed out the infe- 
nonty of the thud stanza m Giay’s poem to the 
lest, and if he had even lecommended its omission, 
I should ha\e considcied his ciiticism as foimed 

lattei empiie of Rome, is notbmg at piesent but a combma- 
tion of lu\unant images, without plot or conne\ion, a 
stung of epitliGts tb it iinpro\e tlie sound, without caiiMug 
oil the senbe As a model of simplicity , he then proposes 
hibffejmzf Would Gny 01 Gay have viitten the fol- 
lowing stanza'^ 

* Til) in 1 }iildeine&s> obsniie, 

Ihe loneli^ minsion la^, 

A lefuge to the neighhow mg pool, 

-And stiangeis led abtl•l^ 

Aie theie no epithets noise than useless heie ^ 

^ there seems to be an o-veisight m not collecting the 
It petition of the void ‘ ghcV in the concluding lines 
** See the glad scene unfolding wide, 

Chp the glad 'Ring and torver away. 

And mingle u itli the blaze of day ” 

® The great fault of the Night Piece on Deetli is, tint it 
IS in eight syllable lines, \ei} impiopei for the solemnity of 
the subject Otheiwise the poem is natuial, and the leflec- 
tions just In his Faiiy 1 ale ne\ ei w as the old manner oi 
spending more happily applied, or a tale better told than 
this Goldsmith an riigliiih Poctm, p 418 
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upon justei giounds, and at least wortHy of res- 
pectful attention 

The hint foi the Hymn to Contentment, John- 
son suspects to be boi lowed fiom Cleveland ^ The^ 
Poem to which he alludes is that beginning, 

“Fair stranger * winged maid * where dost thou rest 
Thy snowy lochs at noon • or on what breast 
Of spices slumber o’er the sullen night. 

Or waking whither dost thou take thy flight 

it IS impossible to say how leady PainelTs habits 
of poetical association may have been to leceive new 
impiessions, or how quickly they may have kindled 
at the smallest spaik, furnished by anothei’s genius , 
but I can peicei\e heie no marks of imitation ^ 
Cleveland’s poem is not without its occasional beau- 
ties, but, as IS common with that wiitei, they aie 
stiangely mixed up with unnatuial conceits, haish 
phiases, and low unpoetical allusions 

The poem by which Painell i& best known, and 
which indeed is one of the most popular in oui lan- 
guage, IS the Heimit Pope speaking of it, sa>s, 
‘^The poem is very good The stoiy was wiitten 
oiiginally in Spanish, whence piobably Howell 
had tianslatcd it into piose, and inseited it in one 
of his letteis ” Goldsmith adds, that Heniy More 
has the veiy same stoiy, and that he has been in- 
foimed by some, that it is of Aiabian invention , I 

^ See Drake’s E&sa>b on the Spectatoi, vol iii p 391 
* fbis poem of Parnell’s, with his tbiee songs, were in- 
serted bv Steele into his Poetical Miscellanies for Tonson, 
ItXh 
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Lave atfded, in a note,i the woiks of diffeient 
authois, ■v\heiG, m my own veiy conti acted line 
of leading, I have accidentally met with this fiction, 
^ and which shoves it to have been moie geneially 
known, than Goldsmith oi piobably Painell weie 
awaie ^ Johnson thinks that theie is moie ela- 
boration in the Hermit than in the othei poems 
of Painell, which lendeis it less any and pleasing 

^ 1 Heiolt Sermones de lempoie et Sanctis, fol Nu- 
leittb 14P6 (Serm liii) 2, Gesti Romanorum, c Ixxjt 

3 Sii Percy Herbeit’s Conceptions to hib Son, 4to 1652 

4 H More’s Dmne Dialogues, p 2o6, ed 1743 5 

Ho^ ell’s Letteis, iv 4 6 Lutheiana (Eng Tians)\ol ii 
p 127 7 Voltaire’s Zadig -vol i chap xs p 125 , and 

see Beloe & Anecdotes, vol ti p 324 and \\ aiton s 
Eng Poeti},%ol i p cow cclx\i , vol ui p 41 See also 
Br Mus MS Hail 463 fol 8 Ppities de Madam An 
toinette Bouiignon, Pait sec Ep xvii 

^Lntoma who the Henmfs storj^ tiam’d, 

A tale to prose-men known, by veise-men fam d 
ir Halted Coin tie) and Prince 
- In the fiibt couplet ot thi-s poem, the w ord ‘ grew / for 
‘liv’d,’ lb exceptionable, and theie ib an ambiguit\ of ex- 
piession, in the lines 

“ lo find if book*,, 01 bwains, lepoit it nght, 

(Foi jet by swaim, alone the world he knew. 

Whose feet came wandeimg o’er the nightly dew) 
which might without much difiJiculty have been removed 
The word ‘ alone’ has no lefeience to books in the pie- 
ceding line, but to ‘ swains,’ as distinguished fiom allothti 
peibons , when I wiote the above, I was not awaie of the 
difficulty ha\ ing been noticed in Boswell’s Johnson , see 
vol ui p 418 Atp 120 of Pope’s ed of Parnell (1 he 
Plies, in Eclogue) yom Jenny shade foisakes the vale,” is 
a mibpimt foi “ feiny ” 
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I hardly know wliethei this can be disco?eied, or 
if it IS, whetbei it does not aiise fiom the giavei 
and nioie impoitant subject of the nairative ^ 

The compass of Paineirs poetiy (says a ciitic’ 
of genius and t'>ste) is not extensive, but its tone 
is peculiaily delightful , not fiommeie coiiectness 
of expiession, to which some fntics have stinted 
its piaises, but fiom the gi aceful and reserved sensi- 
bility that accompanied his polished phiaseology 
The cuiiosa felicitas, the studied happiness of his 
diction does not spoil its simplicity His poetry is 
like a flowei that has been tiamed and planted b} 
the skill of the gaidenei, but which pieseives m 
its cultiiied state the natuial fiagiance of its wildei 
an ”2 

In the obseivations which have been made on 
the poetiy of Painell, I have confined myself to 
those pi eductions which were fiist published by 
Pope, and subsequently lepnnted by Goldsmith ,3 


' « This poem (the Hermit) is held in just esteem, the 
versification being chaste and tolerably harmomous, and the 
story told with perspicmiy and conciseness ” Goldsmith's 
Beauties of Eng Poetry, vol i p 29 
® See Campbell’s Specimens of Biitish Poetry, vol iv 
p 409 

» Goldsmith added two poems to those in Pope’s volume, 
VIZ ‘ Piety or the Vision," and * Bacchus " He says that 
they weie fij:st communicated to the public by the late in- 
genious Mr James Arbuchle, and published in his Hiber^ 
mcus’s Letters, No 62 , but they were printed m the Post- 
humous Works of PameU, 1758, p 213 277 Mr, Ni- 
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but m t5e yeai 1788, a laige addition was mado to 
oui poet’s woiks, m a volume called, The Posthu- 
mous Woiks of Di T Painell, containing Poems 
Moial and Pnine, and on \aiious othei subjects ” 
They aie described by the editoi, as having been 
given by the autnoi to the late Benjamin E\eiaid, 
and since his death, found by his son among othei 
manusci ipts The i eceipt annexed in Sw ift’s hand- 
wiiting, shows that they aie ceitainly genuine, 

Dec 5, 172J 

I have received fiom Benjamin E\eiaid, Esq 
the above wiitings of the late Boctoi Painell, m 
foui stitched volumes of manusci ipt, which I pio- 
mise to lestoie to him on demand 

JoNATn4.K Swift 

Although these \olumes weie communicated to 
him by Swift, Pope^ with admii able taste and judg- 
ment contented himself with revismg and po- 

cbolls collected some additional poems, ^hichno^ appear 
among his woiks v Anderson’s and Cbalmei’b Poets, 
&c , and Goldsmith mentions some unpublished pieces 
which he saw , besides otheis w hich had appeared Lije, 
p X.V 

i Parnell has written seveial poems besides those pub- 
lished hy Pope, and some of them haye been made public 
with very httle ciedit to his reputation There aie still 
many more that ha've not yet seen the light, m the posses- 
bion of Sii John Parnell his nephew, who fiom that laud- 
able zeal which he has for his uncle’s reputation, wiH pio- 
bably be slow in publishing what he may even suspect will 
do it injury Life of Parnell, p xsix See also NichoU’s 
Select Poems, vol iii* p 208 — 236 
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lishing the few pieces which Painell ihad se- 
lected foi publication Spence says,i << 
list of papeis oideied to be buint, weie the pieces 
for cai lying on the Memoiis of Sciibleius, and ^ 
several copies of verses by Dean Parnell T 
intei ceded m vain foi both As to the lattei, he 
said, that they would not add any thing to the 
Deanes charactei ” These mi^ht have been du- 
plicates, 01 pel haps tiansciipts made by Pope fiom 
the manuscripts mentioned above Johnson says, 
of the laige appendages which I find in the last 
edition, I can only say, that I know not whence 
they came, noi have ever inquiied whithei they aie 
going They stood upon the faith of the compileis ” 
Of then authenticity, aftei what I have obseived, 
no leasonable doubt can be entei tamed , but of the 
piudence of publishing what Pope, and indeed pie- 
viously Painell himself, had i ejected fiom then 
acknowledged infeiioiity, an estimate can easily 
be foimed; when we considei that piobably no one 
has evei heard a passage oi line quoted fiom the 
volume , 01 has deposited a single image or senti- 
ment fiom it in his memoiy, while the foimei 
poems of Painell are familial to old and young, the 
delight of the geneial leader, and appioved by the 
most lefined judges of poetical meiit Few men 
have the powei of ai living at excellence, but by 
assiduous toil, and aftei lepeated failuies He 
who has attained the ait of wilting well, has pre- 
* Spence’s Anecdotes, p 2^0 
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viou&ly f^itten much that he would not wilimgl} 
own, it IS no disgiace to Painell, to allow that 
these poems aie the genuine pioduction of his 
' muse , they are not without some haimonious lines, 
and poetical passages , but thcie is nothing in them 
that can add a single leaf of lauiel to his blow, 
who in his Hesiod, his Heimit, and his Faiiy Tale, 
has given us poems that, in their kind, it would 
be veiy difficult to surpass m excellence While 
some passages show maiks of a mind habituated 
to poetical conceptions, vhile the ideas aie well 
selected, and the expiessions piopei , otheis abound 
m flat piosaic lines, alike devoid of dignity of 
thought, 01 haimony of language Sometimes 
theie is considerable haisbness in the phiase, and 
obscuiity in the meaning, an inability of seizing 
the pi Opel woid and a vant of skill in the ma- 
nagement of the me tie The geneial chaiactei of 

these poems is amediociity that is nevei shaipened 
into eneigy, noi exalted into excellence The} 
show no vigoious application of thought, boast no 
lefined vaiiety of metie, and exhibit no skilful 
combination of musical numbeis They aie not 
eniiched with metaphoiical figuies, stiengthened 
by antient idioms, noi spangled with biiliiant and 
cuiious expiessions Noi do they possess that 
select and simple elegance, that happiness of lan- 
guage, expiessing its thought, without weakening 
01 entumbenng it, which he subsequently attained 
They aie such as a well educated person could write 

F 
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Without difticulty, and such as the authonty of 
Hoi ace has condemned without appeal 

It would be invidious any longei to dwell on the 
defects of poems for which the authoi is not an- ' 
swei able, as he did not publish them and it would 
be unwise to expect that the meie sweepings of 
the poet’s study should be pohshed and elaborated 

1 P 3 

I now poiceive, 1 long to sing thy pidise, 

I now peiceive, I long to find my lays. 

Tlie following lines aie obscure, p 4 

Foi this I call, th\t ancient Time appeal, 

And bung his lolls to sone in method heie. 

Ills lolls which acts, that end"' ess hoxiom claim, 

Have lanVd in oidei foi the voice of fame 
P 18. 

Ihe visions seem to lange. 

The} seem to floiuish, and they seem to change 
P 25 

As snow’s fail feotheis fleet to daihen sight 
P 58 

Maiestio notion seems decieed to nod 
P 59 

Why moves the chaiiot of my son so slow, ■» 

Oi what affdiis retaid his coming so'^ 

P 69 

As painted piospects ship along the gieen, 

Fiom hills to mountains emmently seen 
P 154 

The foieign agents reach the appointed place^ 

The Congress opens, and it will be peace 
These ei^amples, hastily tahen, aie sufficient to piove the 
obscuiity and the flatness of the lines , hut from some ex 
pressions, I obsei\e that the author had lead Bryden with 
attention, though not with success A volume of such 
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with the same caie as liis avowed and finished pio- 
ductions, it only lemains to speak of the few 
woiks in piose, which he committed to the press 
The Memoiis of Sciibleius ha\e been alread}^ 
mentioned His Life of Zoilus was wiitten at the 
icquest of his fi lends, and designed as a satiie 
upon Dennis and Theobald, the evei unfoitunate 
foes of the Sciiblerus Club 

The Life of Ilomei, notwithstandmg the caio- 
ful levision by Pope, and the subsequent collection 
of Waibmton,! is wnitten m a st^le inelegant, and 
sometmies incoiiect The lefioctmns aie not m- 
teiesting fiom then appositenoss, or stiikmg fiom 
then novelty, the learning displaced is such as 
might easily be collected foi the subject Painell 
has endeavouied to spin out his scanty mateiials to 
too gieat a length, and has enlaigcd with too much 
earnestness on* facts doubtful oi obseme As- 
sumptions aie made to lest on veiy slendei founda- 
tions, and mfeiences aie diawn that it would be 
difficult to suppoit That Painell was a bettei 
scholai than his biothei -poets of his time, no one 
would be inclined to doubt , but it is equally clear, 

* It IS very unieasonable, after this, to give jou a second 
tiouble in revising the Essay on Honiei, but I look upon '^ou 
as one sworn to sufifei no errors in me , and though tlie 
common way wutL a commentatox he to erect them into 
beauties, the best office of a critic is to coiiect and Tinend 
them Theie being a new edition coming out of Homer, 
I would willingly lender it a little less defective, and the 
bookseller w ill not allow me time to do %o na.} self 

Pope’s Letter to TFai&wtow, xs* 
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that he did not possess that extensive acquaint- 
ance with ancient liteiatmo, that he had not 
explored its intimate lecesses, and that he was 
not inastei of that critical learning, without which, 
it could not be expected that the woik which he 
undeitook, would either dehght us by the sagacity 
of its conclusions, or instruct us by the anange- 
ment of its facts The Homei of Parnell is an 
imaginary being, formed out of all the conjectuies 
and contradiction of antiquity Having composed 
his image of these broken fiagments and relics, 
the biogi aphei attempts to invest it with vitality 
and intelligence Perhaps it would have been 
bettei to have contented himself with simply ai- 
langingthe different narratives, oi scatteied anec- 
dotes as they have come down to us It is not veiy 
profitable to read an account of the conversations 
that might have taken place between Homei and 
Lycuigus, 01 to exhaust pages in conjectuies on the 
chaiactei, manneis, and pui suits of a peison who 
may never have existed, or if he did, who pro- 
bably bore but little lesemblance to the poitiaits 
whose features have, from time to time, been put 
together from the conjectures of fanciful theonsts, 
01 the fiagments of obsolete tiaditions As it is, 
the plan of his life is defective , it is not instiuc- 
tive enough for a histoiy, oi entei taming enough 
for a lomance ^ The style in which it is wiitten 

' It must be remembered that at the time when Pam^l 
wiote, little ciitical research had been employed on the 



LIIL 01 PillXELL 


69 


foims a ^tiong coatuist with that of Pope’b pic face, 
that piecedes it It is singulai, that the uso of 
‘ shair foi ‘ that occuib lepeatedl} m it, 

should havo been o'vei looked by Pope Goldsmith 
saj s, the language is shamefull) mcoiiect , though 
S\\ift, who set a veiy high ’value on concctness of 
st}le, appealed satisfied with it , foi, m a Icttei to 
Pope, he says, ^‘}oui notes aie poifoctlv good, 
and soaie }oui pieface and Essays '' Theie aie a 
few papeis by Painell m the Spectatoi, called Vi- 
sions, which do not leqimc any paiticiilai notice ; 
as a piose wiitoi, tlicie is a stiftncss, a want of 
neatness and aiiangement, and an maccuiacy in 
his style his meiits as a poet aie tlius summed up 
by Goldsmith in the followung elegant epitaph, 
with which I shall conclude the Memoii 

This tomb msciil) d to gentle Painell b name, 
spo \k om gntitude, hut not his time 
hat heait but tcels his sw cetl;^ moi il h\ , 

'J h It lead's to tiutli tin ougli plo i-suie s flow ei} w a\ 


Ilomeiio Poems, spuiious pieces of biogiai»hj, and mtei- 
polated passages passed w ithout suspicion 1 he solid ieai n- 
mg, and sagacity of lle^ne, Wolft, P Knight, and pai- 
ticularl} of that unequalled schokn Hermann, Iu\ e thrown 
much light on i subject so obscure from its antiquity, but 
the difiiculties of tne question aie as jet onl\ pomted out, 
and the modem Anstaichus is still to conic 

1 See Sw lit’ s oiks, ed Nichollsj-vol xi\ i> •>, p 136 
** But those things slnfi he hj till vou come to compare 
tnem, and alter ihjme and gi ninn ii, nd triplet's, and c-’-'O 
phonies of all kinds,” o«,c ’vet Swift uses stliull for i ul 
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Celestial themes confess d hiS tuneful aid. 

And Ilea^on that lent him genius, tv as lepaid , 
Needless to him the tiihute Tve hestow, 

Ihe tiansitory breath of fime below 

Moie lasting raptuie fiom his tv oiks shall use, 

AV hile converts thank their Poet in the skies 


j,*" Uheie IS a small oval poitiait of Paincll, J Pasin 
fee prGfi\ed to the Dublin edition ot his w oiks, 4to also 
Ihomas Painell, D D mez 1 II Dixon, so See Gran 
gei’s Biogi Ilistoiy of England, vol i p 2 59 
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Page XV Cjionc’s hlicll ] Callimachus was boin at Cj- 
renc Akeuside, in hi i trulj classical hj niii to the IS aiads, sij s, 

Hail* honored n 5 mphs, 

Ihnce Inil * foi 30 U the Cy^enaic shell 
Behold I touch levenng — 

Page XV Ihewondiousbaik ] Eratosth (•Istensm p 13 
ed 0\ ) says the Argo was the Jiist ship ever built , but 
this IS inconsistent with the account which the Greek 
poets and hitotoiians have leKted of the still eaihei vojiges 
of Cadmus and Dana us v Brjaiit’s A M;ylhol 11 p 493 
Ihe ancient wiiteis, sajs Di Musgravc (v Disc on Oieek 
Mythology, p 86 ), are not uninimous in repiesenting the 
Algo as the fiist ship evei built Diod Sic iv p 285 savs 
it was the first of any co«side»a 6 /c sise Plm N II vii 57 
sajs it was the first tong ship Catullus sajs. 

Ilia rudem cursu p) ima imbmt Amphiti’ten, 

though he mentions the fleet of Ihcseus, whom he males 
oldei than the Aigonauts, consult die note of Is \ ossius in 
ins Ldit p 262 and of Diesemius on Iscanus de Bello 
lioj hb 1 52 Iheie IS sc 11 tel} a single ciicumstance re- 
lating to the Aigonautic expedition in vvhich the ancient 
wnteis aie agieed Ihey seem to have lead out of a dif- 
ferent Pant/ieon With regaid to the gifts of voice vvhich 
the vessel had — Fatidicamque latem — ^Di Mu^giave thinks 
It to have been a luggle, and that one of the Aigonauts was 
a ventntoquM hyyacrrpijjLvOog Certain it is, that it 
did speak, and cat le of a speal mg family , for it was made 
of the woods of Dodona Oipheus (Aig v 707 ) cxlls it 
XaXoQ rpomQ, a chatteung ship , and Lycophrontv 1326 ) 
XdX7j9pov ucraav, V Place (vm 130 ) makes it walk up 
and pay its compliments to Jason on the success of the 
cnterpiise Orpheus, 111 his Aigonautic Poem, mentions 
anchors as belonging to the Argo (v 495 ) but these are not 
mentioned b} Homer even in the time ot the Tio^an wai 
P^ge XV 1 he Centaui band ] Conccinmg the distinc- 
tion made between the Centaui and Ilippoecntaui, see 
tie note on hhtfoid^s Gieece, vol 1 p 28 4to Palaa- 
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atus, cap A does not mention this Cliiioa,'^whom tiu 
ets lepreseut as a Hippo- Centaur, has the foim of a nun 
an engiaving of him in Gionov Ihes Gi Ant 1 
y y y from an ancient MS ofDioscondes Some, fiom 
passage in Lucian, thought his feel only were like those of 
hoise Centaurs weie consecrated to Apollo, as may be 
en in many medals, especially those of Gallienus Plin) , 
H vii c 3, asserts that he saw a centaur preserved in 
)ney, brought fiom Egypt to Rome, for Claudius Caesai 
ime beautiful engravings of male and female centaurs may 
‘ seen in the Antiquities of Herculaneum 
Page x\ Loud conchs ] I hough Homer does not men- 
on the trumpet in the heioic ages, yet other authois 
ive supposed the invention of it to have been as caily, oi 
irlier than the Troian wai Virgil gives Misenus to Xneas 
> a tiumpetei, v /Ln vi 164 

quo non piaestantior altei 

iLre ciere viios, Martemque accendeie cantu 

ycophion (v 991 ) calls Mmeiva, ** the Trumpet, ’ as 
lie invented it 

aXyvvovffa Xatppiav Kopijv 
^aXiriyya 

uunpides (v Phoen v 1392 ) mentions the tiumpet as 
sed at the siege of Thebes 

o’ aipkiBrj, TcvoaoQ rvpffevLKijg 
SaXTTtyyo^ vxVf (poivov fiaxtji, 

A hei e Pi of Person says, ‘ ‘ Sed 1 yrrhemcam Tubara Hei oicis 
emponbus usitatam fingunt 1 1 agici , and he lefeis to yLsch 
Cum v 570, Eurip Rhes 991, Soph A) v 17, to whicli 
efeiences may be added Eurip Heiacl v 880, Tioad 1267 
1 he use of conchs, or sea-shells, piobahly pieceded that of 
he metallic tiuinp In the Iph laur v 303, Euripides 
jues this instrument to the shepheids 

KokXovg rs <pi(7tovj avKXsytoj/ r ly^wpioug 

see Theoci Id;yll 75, Virg J£n xi 171 Trumpets, 
low ever, were not \ eiy necessary, when the voices of men were 
0 much more poweiful than atpiesent Agamemnon (11 & 
^20 ) standing on the ships of Ulysses, called to Ajax and 
Achilles, whose tents foimed the opposite boundary of the 
Grecian camp, and aio suppo&ed to ha\e stretched fiom 
he Rhoetean to the Sigoean piomon^oiy, a distance of about 
wehe miles 
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Pagexw, Ileaven-bmlt Troy ] Ljcophion sajs (v f>20 ) 
that Diomede had, attei hib death, a statue elected to hitu 
in Italy, on a column foimed of stones, brought as 
ballast m his ship, which had formed pait of the walls 
of Troy 

Page x\i Beautiful Helen ] Eunpides supposes that 
Helen ne\ei was at lioy, and ascnbe's the substitution of a 
phantom in hei lOom, to Juno Ljcophron attributes it to 
Pioteus, but he says that Pius was not deprived of his pi 17 c 
foi he enjojed the love of Helen at fealarais Ihcj both 
agiee that tlie Irojan prince oni} brought a cloud, a Msionaij 
lesemblance of the beautiful Spaitan, to Iroy 

Aidwcri 5* oi/K e/i’ aW OfioLojcaQ ’Tfioi 

*'Elo<j)Xov ijiTTVovv ’Oupai/ou QtTt, vtto v Helen, 33 

Ihe anonjinous autUoi of the *Aro(Tfi ’Etoul — £pt 
IXiVT^g, also mentions this opinion, which the Scholiast 
thinks, refers to what L^cophron had slid, \ ed Moieli 
Pans, 1395, 12ino 

Ou d’ EXsi'iyi/ <pct(TKQV<Ti fura Tpwscrfft 'raphvai 

And L^cophion, sajs the Scholiast, took his opinion fiom 
btesichorus, who wrote 

Tpeosarer’ *61 ror’ iffav ‘EXIvijc 

Const Manasses (cd IMeuis p 390 ) makes Pio«cus, when 
-laiiuetPHi Egypt, til e Helen away fiom him, and he 
retained to Iroy empty-handed, 01 as the te\t has it, haiing 
touched Helen only with the tip of liis fingei 

*0 ^8 Ksvaig vrsarpe^a \£pt7t '^oog 7)]V '-a-pt^a 
TiJe 7idoi/T)g yEvaafiEVog a/.pep daii.TvXq) [xvi (p 

So also the Antehom of l^elzc^, v 148, p 23, cd Tacobs 
Plelen had five othei husbands whom Lycophion enumentes 
Achilles, howevei, who was one, wedded her in the LIysian 
fields 

T?;c TrevraXiKrpov Qvddog TrXevpoviag 

Pausanias (hb in c 16 ) sajs, that m the temple of 
Hilaiia and Phoebe, an egg was suspended from the roof, 
bound with fillets, which was, they say, the egg ina^ Lcda 
bi ought fojth Ihe lamentation of Heimione foi the loss of 
her mother Helen, is the only poetical passage in the jioem 
of Coluthus, which is litth else than a cento of sen^s fiom 
Homer, Q Smyinmus, and jMusmus, i 333, et seq Oia}, 
in the concluding lines of his Agrippina, sa\s. 
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SO Helen look’d, 

So her white neck reclined, so was she borne 
By the young Irojan to his gilded bark 

This is expiessed with his usual knowledge and precision of 
diiguage See Const Manas ed Meurs vii p 390 

AsLpTj fiakp^i kardXEVkog, o9sv kiiv9ovpyr)97], 

Kvkvoysvt] rijv avo^rrov ""JSiXivijv 

ai'd Antehom of Tzetzes, ed Tacobs 115 For an ac- 
count ot a modern rape of a Grecian 'viigin fiom Mycenae, 
conducted in the appioved ancient manner, see “Whelei’s 
liavelb in Giecce, p 63 

Page wii Ilei damaskM ] MaUla, in his Chronicle, 
lib V p 114 describes Helen as avaroXog, handsomely 
diest Beautiful as she was, Philostiatus says, that Hiei a, the 
wife of 1 elephus, king of Mysia, was reckoned handsomer , To 
aavTov ilvTi/jv (prjffL TcXaovakra'iv rrjgEXkvriQ 6uovKiLKaiv7} 
rdJj/ Tpoado)!/ v ed Oleam, p 691 and the authoi of Twv 
TooikwVi joins in this assertion, p 679 J Tzetzes, in his 
Antehom follows them, v 285 

*'H yap kai EXsv?}^ anrakdivvro kaXXei ttoXXoj^ 

Aiintheus was the greatest « ah beauty whom history has 
recoided, he is cclcbntcd even b\ St Basil, who supposes 
tint God had fcated him as '•n inimitable model of the 
human species Ihe pimteis and sculptois could not ex- 
piesb Ins hgure 1 he histoinns appealed fabulous when they 
related his exploits, v Am Mai cell Hist axvi and the note 
of Valesius 

Page xvii Then o’ei the deep ] When Mr Anson, Loid 
Anson’s brother, was on Jiis travels in the East, he hired a 
vessel to visit the isle of Tenedos , his pilot, an old Greek, 
as they were sailing along, said, with some satisfaction — 
Iheie ’twas our fleet lay — Mr Anson demanded, What 
fleet'* What fleet'* leplied the old man, a little piqued 
with the question, why oui Grecian fleet to be sure, at the 
siege of Troy See llaiiis’s Philol Enq p 320 

Page wii Bieathing levenge ] Aftei the death of 
Hectoi, says Constantine Manasses, p 397, ed Meuisii, 
Pmm sent to the Amazons to assist him, and when they weie 
slam, he sent to David, king of Juda 

Etg Tov Aapld Tov dvakra, rtjQ ^lov^aiaq Tre/ATTSt 

UaXafiTjv aiairovyiavoQ (rv^fiaxi-i^Vv £/ 

but Da\id had battles of his own to fight So Piiam sent to 
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laataies, Pantares, kng of the East Indies, wno sent \ua 
Gencial Memnon, and some n il i beastb to nelp him An 
anecdote is told of Piiam, by L;ydgate, which perhaps is not 
mentioned in older histones See Life and Death of Ilcctoi, 
c vn p 104 

No fa\oi, noi no love made hira decline, 

Noi leave unto the greatest, oi the least. 

His maiinei was fiilL soon m mm a to duiCt 
And of all kings he w''s the worthiest 

Hr Brjant m his Ob'ieiv on the But Ciitic, p 86, com- 
pires the extent of Piiara’s empire to Glftnio}s;a) shne Sie 
also Wood on Homer, p 268, and Blackwell s Life of 
Ilomei, p 286 

Page \vi The battle bled ] Pausanias (lib x c 25, 
&c ) gives a minute analysis of a very iittrcsting pictiie 
by Poljgnolus, lepiesertuig tbo destruction of lioy, and the 
Gieeks ]ust prepaiing to sul to theu nitive lind He ob- 
senes that it dmeisconsideiabl} fiom the account of Ilotner 
Among the figuies, Hector is seen with both hands on hib 
left knee, looking bke a man v,tighfd down with soiiow 
Next to him, Heranon is sitting on a stone , and close to 
him, Sarpedon, leaning with his face on both his hands, Imt 
oiip of Hemnon’s hands is pheed on the snouldii ot !bai- 
pedon Penthesilca, with a bovt? in hei band, and a leop lid’s 
&km on liei shouldei, is looking on Pan*', and by hei coun- 
tenance seems to despise him Henehus is ie|Mcsented on 
board his ship picpanng to depart fiom lioy , ni the ship, 
boys and men aie seen standing together , vA the pilot 
Phrontes is distiibulmg the cal', Nestoi is painted with a 
hat on his head, and a speai in his band , a hoise lolhng 
on the sand is seen near him Palamedes and 1 hcrsites ait 
represented playing at dice , the Oilean Ajax is looking at 
the play , his colour is that of a seafaimg man, and his body 
IS wet with the foam of the sea In the second Excuis 
to the A2n in p 426 IItyu6 has a DisseitaUon on the 
year or month in which Iroy was taken See also Dodwtll 
de Cychs, p 803 4to 

Page XX Gentle companions ] Bees were tailed by 
the Gieeks, ro Trotjaiaov a^otfiavrov, the flock without a 
shepherd Pausan Ant lib i c ■'wii sajs, that the 
Halyonian bees were so gen+le that they would go out 
foraging along with the men m the fields 

Page XXVI Brutns’ colouis] In the bec^inninc; of the 
last centuiy the learned Camden was obbgcd to undermine 
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witli ie';pectful scepticisiu the Romance of Bi iitiis, the 1 lOjan , 
who lb now bmied in silent oblivion with Scota, the da ighter 
of Phaiaoh, and hei numeious piogen), v Gibbon’s Horn 
Hist 11 p 526 In Henry VIIl’s famous Manifesto against 
Tames I\^ he insisted at great length on the supeiiont} of 
the kings of England over the kingdom of Scotland, which 
he deiived fiom his illnisttious jn edecebhoi , JBi ute the Tiojan^ 
V Henry s Hist of Eng xi p 526 As Henry claimed kin- 
dred, he should have added his ancestor’s name to his own 
116711 If ihe Bi ute would have well preserved the lecollect on 
of the illustrious lineage 

Poem, p xxviii. Tables ] Sir \Villiam Foircst, chaplain 
to Queen Catherine, speaking of hei when young, sa}s, 

ith stoole and needle she was not to scckc. 

And otlici practyseinges foi ladjes nieete 
lo pastime, at TahUbt tiCK tack, or gleckc, 

Cardys, dice — 

See Audi ew s’ Ilist of Gt But i 419 
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ADDITION A1 NOIES TO TIIL LITE OF PARNLLT 

Life, p 5, Mistiess ] Elizabeth bestowed the piimacy upon 
Di Mathew Paiker, though she liked not his inaiiiage, as 
she contriv ed once humoiously lo tell his consoit 1 he queen 
h id been hospitably cntertainea at his house , she had 
thanked him — and now,” she said, turning to the lady, 
“what shall I say to you'* Madam I may not call you, 
and Mi'itiebb 1 am ashamed to call you, so 1 know not what 
to call you, but vet I do thank you 

* It must be observed, that though Mis Saunderson was 
\ery young when maiiied to Betteiton, she retained the 
appellation of Mistress Mademoiselle oi hliss, though 
intioduced among people of fashion in England, about 
the latter end of Chailes the feecond’s reign, was not 
famihai to the middle class of people till a much late? time, 
nor m use among the phyeis till towaid the lattei end of 
King William’s leign Miss Cross was the fiistof the stage 
Misses She ispaiticuhrly noticed m Joe Haines’s Epilogue 
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to Farquho’b Love and a Bottle — JMi^ss vva^ foimerly under- 
stood to mean a woman of pleasuie So Diyden in his 
Epilogue to the Pilgnm, written in 1700 

* Misses theie were, but modestly concealed * 

Davies i> Diam Miic iii p 412 
Life, p 54, 'Anacreontic ] 

* Gay Bacchus liking EitcoH)t\ wine,’ 6cC 
Dick Estcourtjthe celebiated Comedian, about ajearbefoie 
his death, opened the Bumpei lavein in Covent-Garden 
He was the companion of Addison, Steele, Parnell, and all 
the learned and choice spiiits of the age, and was celebrated 
for ready wnt gay pleasantry, and a wonderful talent m 
mimickry lie acted Falstaft, Baves, Serjeant Kite, in the 
Keciuiting Ofheer, Pounce in the Tender Husband, the 
Spanish iriai Downes called him ‘ Histiio natus * Sir R* 
Steele has drawn an amiable picture ot him in the Spectatoi , 
vol VI No 468 Estcourt was a favouiite of the great Duke 
of Mailborough, and providore of the Beef-steak Club Se- 
cretary Graggs went with Estcourt to Sii G Kneller, and 
told him that a gentleman in company would give such a re- 
presentation of some great men his fiiends, as would sui- 
piise him Estcourt mimicked Lord Someis, Lord Halifax, 
Godolphm and others, so very exactly, that Sir Godfrey was 
highly delighted, and laughed heaitily at the joke Craggs 
gave the wink, and Estcourt mimicked Kneller himself, who 
cued out immediately — Nay ' there you are out, man ’ by 
God, that IS not me ’ 

Life, p 60, Hymn to Contentment ] My learned and 
excellent friend, Mr Barker of Ihetford, has kindly pointed 
out to me the following passage relating to Parpell’s Hymn 
to Contentment 

“ On the pursuit, and attainment of thi** heavenly tian- 
quillity, the classical and pious reader will perhaps not be 
displeased to meet a beautiful Ode from the ** Divina Psal- 
niodia of Cardinal Bona,” on which Parnell manifestly 
formed his exquisite Hymn to Co7itentment The inseition 
vv ill be more readily pardoned, as this imitation has escaped 
the notice of Dr foiinson, and it is believed of all other 
Clitics and commentators ” 

0 Sincera paiens beatititis, 

Cecil delicmm, Deique proles. 

Pax, terras columen, decusque moium. 

Pax cunctis potior diicum ti mm phis, 

Quofa mundi colis abdilos lecessus'^ 
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Hie tc sollicito lequini sestio 
TJibinoa fugiens piocul tuniullus 
IIic intei scopulos, Mgosqm fluctus 
Spamantis pelagi lateie ciedit 
Hic deseita petit loca, et pei antra 
Te quail ens, vaiias peiagiat oias 
Qua lucens ontui , caditque Titan 
Hic, ut le celer adsequatur, auium 
Congestum colit, atque diguitatum 
Begalem sibi praepaiat decoiem 
JIic deraens juga scandit, et lemoios 
Peisciulatur agios, tamea supeinai 
Hi pacis nequcant bums potm 
Cur SIC Cl go tuum, bcuigna, numtr 
Celants, implacidum relmquis oibem 
Pacem sic ego sciscitabai Ilia 
Respondet — Piopno imperare coidi 
Si nosti, tibi cognitumque nuraen 
Possessuraque meum est , sinuaeceptam 
Sic me peipetuo coles amore ” 

See Seimons on subjects chiefly practical, by J debb^ 
D D P R S Bishop of Limerick, Aidfeit, and Agliadoe 
thud ed London, 1824, p 94 
Led Ep The oiig MS after line 14, p xix ran thus 

Soft thoughts by daj, and many a pensive dreain 
Beguiling night are mine , by w ood, and stream 
Lone wanderings, and when shadowy eve recalls 
My vagrant footsteps to the household walls, 

Triram*d is the lamp anew, — and one day more 
Of study, and of solitude is o’er 
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Such weie the notes, thy once-lov’d poet sung, 
Till death untimely stopp’d his tuneful tongue 

0 just beheld, and lost ’ admii’d, and mom n VI ’ 
With softest manneis, gentlest aits, adorn’d’ 
Blest m each science, blest m e\ex} stiain ’ 

Deal to the Muse, to Hailey deai — m lam ’ 

Foi him, thou oft hast bid the woild attend, 
Fond to foiget the statesman in the fiiend , 

Foi SiMft and him, despis’d the faice of state, 
The sobci follies of the wise and gieat ; 
Dexteious, the craving, fawning ciow^d to quit, 
And pleas’d to ’scape fiom flattei} to wit 

Absent oi dead, still let a fiiend be deai, 

(A sigh the absent claims, the dead a teai) 
Recall those nights that clos d thy toilsome dajs, 
Still heai thy Painell m his li\mg la}s 
Who caieless, now, of inteiest, fame, oi fate, 
Peihaps foi gets that Oxfoid e ei was gieat , 

01 deeming meanest what w^e gieatest call, 
Beholds thee gloiious only in thy fall 
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And suie if ought below the seats divm< 

Can touch immoitals, ’tis a soul like thiuc 
A soul supieme, in each hard instance tiied, 
Abo-ve all pain, all angei, and all piide, 

The lage of powei, the blast of public bieath, 
The lust of lucre, and the dread of death 

In vain to deseits thy letieat is made , 

The Muse attends thee to the silent shade 
Tis heis, the biave man’s latest steps to tiace, 
Re-judge his acts, and dignify disgiace 
When Intel est calls off all hei sneaking tiain, 
When all the oblig’d desoit, and all the vain , 
She waits, oi to the scaffold, or the cell. 

When the last Imgeimg fiiend has bid faicwell 
Ev’n novv she shades thy evening walk with ba^ ^ 
(No hiieling she, no piostitute to piaise) 

Ev’n nov, obseivant of the paitmg lay. 

Eyes the calm sun-set of thy vaiious day, 
Thiough foi tune’s cloud one tiuly gieat can see, 
Noi foais to tell, that Moitimei is he 


Sept 25, 1721 


A, Pope 
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HEblOD, OR, IHL lll&L OF WOMAN 


What ancient times, those times we fancy wise 
Have left on long lecoid of woman's use, 

What moials teach it, and what fables hide. 
What authoi wiote it, how that authoi died, 

All these I sing In Gieece they fiam’d the tale 
In Gieece, ’twas thought a w oman might he fiail. 
Ye modem beauties ’ wheie the poet diew 
His softest pencil, think he dieamt of you , 

And warn’d by him, ye w'anton pons, bewaie 
How hea\en’s concern’d to vindicate the fan 
The case was Hesiod’s , he the fable wuit ; 

Some think with meaning, some with idle wut 
Pei haps ’tis eithei, as the ladies please, 

I wave the contest, and commence the la^s 

In days of yoie, no mattei wheie oi when, 

’Twas eie the low cieation swmim’d with men, 
That one Prometheus, spiung of hea\enly biith 
Oui authoi ’s song can witness, liv’d on eaith 
He caiv’d the tuif to mould a manl} fiame. 

And stole fiom Jo\e his animating flame 
The sly contiivance o’ei Olympus lan, 

When thus the monaich of the stais began 
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O veis’d HI aits ^ whose daiing thoughtb aspiio 
To kindle clay with nevei -dying fiie ’ 

Enjoy thy gloiy past, that gift was thine , 

The next thy cieatuie meets, he faiily mine 
And such a gift, a vengeance so design’d, 

As suits the counsel of a God to find , 

A pleasing bosom-cheat, a specious ill. 

Which felt they cuise, yet covet still to feel 

He said, and Vulcan stiaight the sue commands 
To tempei moitai with etheieal hands , 

In such a shape to mould a using fan, 

As vii gin-goddesses aie pioud to weai , 

To make her eyes with diamond-w atei shine, 

And foim her oigans foi a voice divine 
Twas thus the sue oi darn’d , the powei obeyed , 
And woik’d, and wondei’d at the woik he made , 
The fairest, softest, sweetest fiame beneath, 

Now made to seem, now moie than seem, to bieathe 

As Vulcan ends, the cheeiful queen of chaims 
Clasp’d the new-pantmg cieatuie in hei aims , 
Fiom that embiace a fine complexion spiead, 
Wheie mingled whiteness glow’d with softei led 
Then in a kiss she bieath’d hei vaiious aits, 

Of tiifimg piettily with wounded heaits , 

A mind foi love, but still a changing mind , 

The lisp affected, and the glance design’d , 

The sweet confusing blush, the seciet wink, 
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The gentle-swmimmg ^\alk, the couiteous Binl, 
The stale foi stiangenesb fit, foi scorn the fiovvii, 
Foi decent }ieldino looks doclming doiMi, 

The piactis’d languish, ^\heie \\ eil-feigiTd dcsiie 
Would own its melting m a mutual fiie, 

Gay smiles to comfoit , Apiil showeis to moAe , 
And all the natuie, all the ait, ot love 

Gold-sceptied Juno next exalts the fan , 

Hei touch endows hei uith iinpeiious an, 
Self-valuing fancy, highh-cicstcd piule, 

Stiong soveieign will, and some de‘^iie to thide 
Foi which, an eloquence, that aims to \e\, 

With native tiopes of angei, aims the sox 

Mineiva, skilful goddess, tiain’d the maid 
To twill the spmdle by the twisting tliiead. 

To fix the loom, instiuct the leeds to pait. 

Cl OSS the long weft, and close the web with aif, 
A useful gift , but what piofuso expense, 

What woild of fashions, took its iisc fiom hence ^ 

Young Heimes next, a close-contrnmg god, 

Hei blows enciicied with his seipent lod 
Then plots and fan excuses fill'd hei hi am, 

The views of bieakmg amoious ^ows foi gain, 
The puce of favouis, the designing aits 
That aim at iiches in contempt of heaits , 

And foi a comfoit in a maiiiage life, 

The little, piifeiing temper of a wife 
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Full on the fan his beams Apollo flung*, 

And fond pei suasion tipp’d hei easy tongue , 

He gave hei woids, wheie oily flatteiy lays 
The pleasing colours of the ait of piaise , 

And wit, to scandal exquisitely pi one, 

Which fiets anothei’s spleen to cuie its own 

Those sacied Viigms whom the baids leveie, 
Tun’d dll hei voice, and shed a sweetness theie, 
To make hei sense with double chaims abound, 
Oi make hei lively nonsense please by sound 

To diess the maid, the decent Giaces bi ought 
A lobe m all the dyes of beauty wi ought. 

And plac’d then boxes o’ei a iich biocade 
Wheie pictui’d loves on eveiy covei play’d , 
Then spiead those implements that Vulcan’s ait 
Had flam’d to meiit Cytheiea’s heait, 

The wiie to cuil, the close-indented comb 
To call the locks, that lightly wandei , home , 
And chief, the miiioi, wheie the lavish’d maid 
Beholds and loves hei own leflected shade 

Fail Floia lent hei stoies, the pm pled Houis 
Confin’d hei ti esses with a wieath of floweis , 
Within the wieath aiose a ladiant ciown, 

A veil pellucid hung depending down , 

Back loll’d hei azuie veil with seipent fold. 

The pill fled bordei deck’d the flooi with gold 
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Hei 10 be (which closely by the giidie biact 
Re\edrd the beauties of a slendei waist) 

Flow’d to the feet , to copy Venus’ an, 

When Venus’ statues ha^e a lobe to wcai 

The new-spiung cieatuie finibh’d thus foi harms. 
Adjusts hei habit, piactises hei chaims, 

With blushes glows, oi shines with Inely smiles, 
Confiims hei will, oi lecollects hei wiles 
Then conscious ot hei woith, with easy pace 
Glides by the glass, and tinning mows hei lace 

A finei flax than what they wi ought bcloie, 
Thiough time’s deep cave the sistei Fates cxploie, 
Then hx the loom, then hngeis nimbly weave, 
And thus then toil piophetic songs decene 

Flow fiom the lock, mj flax ^ and swuftl} flow, 
Puisne thy thiead, the spindle luns below'- 
A cieatuie fond and changing, fan and lain, 

The cieatuie woman, uses now to leign 
New beauty blooms, a beauty foim’d to fly , 

New lo\e begins, a love pioduc’d to die , 

New paits distiess the tioubled scenes of life, 

The fondling mistiess, and the luling wite. 

Men, bom to iaboiii, all with pains piovide , 

Women have time, to saciihce to piide 

They want the caie of man, thtii want the} know. 
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And die&s to please with heait-alluiing ihiow , 

The show pi evading , foi the s%\ay contend, 

And make a seivant wheie they meet a fiien 1 

Thus m a thousand wax-eiected foits 
A loitering race the painful bee suppoits ; 

From sun to sun, fiom bank to bank he flies 
With honey loads his bag, with wax his thighs , 
Fly wheie ho will, at home the lace lemain, 

Piune the silk dioss, and muimuimg eat the gam 

Yet heie and theie we giant a gentle bade, 

Whose tempoi bettois by the fathei’s side , 

Unlike the lest that double human care. 

Fond to lelieve, oi lesolute to shaie 
Happy the man whom thus his stais advance ’ 

The cmse is general, but the blessing chance 

Thus sung the Sisteis, while the gods admiie 
Then beauteous cieatuie, made foi man m ue , 
The young^Tandoia she, whom all contend 
To make too peifect not to gam hei end 
Then bid the winds that fly to bieathe the spiing, 
Return to beai hei on a gentle wung , 

With vafting aiis the winds obsequious blow, 

And land the shining vengeance safe below 
A golden coflei in hei hand she bore, 

(The piesent tieacheious, but the beaiei moie) 
’Twas fi aught with pangs , foi Jove oidain’d above, 
That gold should aid, and pangs attend on love 
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Hei gay descent the man perceiv’d afai 
Wondeimg he lun to catch the falling stai , 

But so suipiis’d, as none but he can tell, 

Who lov’d so quickly, and uho lov’d so v^ell 
O’ei all his veins the uandcimg passion bums, 

He calls hei nymph, and eveiy mmph b} turns 
Hei foim to lovely Venus he piefeis, 

Oi sweais that Venus’ must be such as heis 
She, pioud to lule, yet stiangely fiam’d to teize 
Neglects his offeis while hei aiis she plajs, 

Shoots scornful glances fiom the bended fiov n, 

In busk disordei tups it up and doiin, 

Then hums a careless tune to lay the stoim 
And sits, and blushes, smiles, and yields, in foim 

Now take what Jove design’d,” she softly cued, 

This box thy poition, and myself thy bride ” 
Fil’d with the piospect of the double charms, 

He snatch’d the box, and bride, inth eagei aims 

Unhappy man ^ to whom so blight she shone 
The iatal gift, hei tempting self, unknown^ 

The winds weie silent, all the weaves asleep. 

And heaven was tiac’d upon the fiatteimg deep , 
But whilst he looks unmindful of a stoim, 

And thinks the ivatei Tvears a stable foim, 

What dieadful dm aiound his eais shall use ^ 
What fiowns confuse his pictiue of the skies ’ 

At fiist the cieatme man was fiam’d alone. 
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Loid of himself, and all the woild his OTivn 
Foi him the Nymphs in gieen foisook the woods, 
Foi him the Nymphs m blue foisook the floods , 

In vain the Satyis lage, the Tiitons ia\e , 

They boie him heioes in the seciet cave 
No caie destioy’d, no sick disoider piey’d, 

No bending age his spiightly foim decay'd, 

No wais weie known, no females heaid to lage, 
And poets tell us, ’twas a golden age 

When w oman came, those ills the box confin'd 
Bui St fuiious out, and poison’d all the wind, 

Fiom point to point, fiom pole to pole they flew, 
Spiead as they went, and m the pi og less giew 
The Nymphs legiettmg left the moital lace, 

And alteimg natuie woie a sickly face. 

New teims of folly lose, new states of caie , 

New plagues to suflei , and to please, the fan ’ 

The days of whining, and of wild mtiigues, 
Commenc’d, oi finish'd, with the hi each of leagues , 
The mean designs of well-dissembled love , 

The SOI did matches nevei join'd abo\e ; 

Abioad, the laboui, and at home the noise, 

(Man's double sufieiings foi domestic joys) , 

The cuise of jealousy , expense, and stiife , 
Divoice, the public biand of shameful life, 

The lual’s swoid, the qualm that takes the fan , 
Disdain foi passion, passion in despan — 

These, and a thousand, yet unnam’d, ^ve find , 

Ah feai the thousand, yet unnam’d, behind ’ 
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Thus on Painassus tuneful Hesiod sung 
The moiintam echoed, and the valley lung , 

The sacied «io\es a fiv’d attention sliov ; 

The ciystal Helicon foihoie to flov , 

The sky giew blight , and (if his ^ e^sc be tnio) 
The Muses came to gue the laniel too 
But what avail’d the veidant piize of vit, 

If love si^oie \"engeance foi the tales lie wiit^ 

Ye fan offended, hear youi friend i elate 
What hea\y judgment piov’d the water’s fate, 
Though when it happen’d, no i elation cleais, 

’Tis thought m fi^e, oi fi^e and twenty >eais 

‘Wheie, daik and silent, with a twisted shade 
The neighb’nng woods a natne aiboui made, 
Theie oft a tender pan foi amoious pla^ 
Retning, toy’d the lavish’d houis aw a} , 

A Lociian jouth, the gentle Tioilus he, 

A fair Milesian, kind Evanthe she 
But swelling natuie m a fatal houi 
Betiay’d the seciets of the conscious bowei , 

The due disgiace her bi others count then own, 
And tiack hei steps, to make its aiithoi known 

It chanc’d one evening, (’twas the lo^ei’s da’s) 
Conceal’d in biakes the jealous kmdied lay, 
When Hesiod ’i\andeiing, mus d along the plain, 
And fix’d Ins seat wheie love had fix’d the scene 
A stiong suspicion stiaight possess’d then mind, 
(Foi poets evei woie a gentle kind ) 
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But when Evanthe neai the passage stood, 

Flung back a doubtful look, and shot the wood, 

‘‘ Now take,” at once they cry, thy due lewaid 
And urg’d with eiimg lage, assault the baid 
His coipse the sea leceived The dolphins boie 
(’Twas all the gods would do) the corpse to shoie 

Methmks, I view the dead with pitying eyes, 

And see the di earns of ancient wisdom use , 

I see the Muses lound the body ciy, 

But heai a Cupid loudly laughing by , 

He wheels his anew with insulting hand, 

And thus insciibes the moral on the sand 
** Heie Hesiod lies ye future baids, bewaie 
How fai youi moial tales mcense the fan 
Unlov’d, unloving, ’twas his fate to bleed , 
Without his quivei Cupid caus’d the deed 
He judg’d this turn of malice justly due. 

And Hesiod died foi joys he nevei knew ” 
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SONG 

When thy beauty appeals. 

In its giaces and aiis, 

All blight as an angel new diopt fioni the &k} , 

At distance I gaze, and am a\v’d bj my feais 
So stiangely you dazzle my eye ^ 

But when without ait, 

Your kind thoughts you impait, 

W hen youi love runs in blushes thiough every \ ein , 
When it daits fiom }oui eyes, when it pants 
in youx heait, 

Then I know ^oiihe a woman again 

There’s a passion and piide 
In oui sex, she leplied. 

And thus (might I giatify both) I w^ould do , 

Still an angel appeal to each lovei besiOo, 
But still be a w^oman to you 


A SONG 

Thirsts, a }oung and amoious swain. 
Saw two, the beauties of the plain. 
Who both his heait subdue • 

Gay Cselia’s eyes weie dazzling fan, 
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Sabina’s eas} shape and an 
With softei magic die’Wr 

He haunts the stieam, he haunts the gio e, 
Ln es in a fond lomance of love, 

And seems foi each to die , 

Till each a little spiteful gioun, 

Sabina Caslia’s shape lan doun, 

And she Sabina’s e} e 

Then envy made the shepheid find 
Those eyes, 'i\Iiich love could only blind , 

So set the lovei fiee 
No moie he haunts the giove oi stieam, 

Oi with a tiue-love knot and name 
Eng laves a wounded tiee 

Ah Caeha ’ sly Sabina cued, 

Though neithei love, we’ie both denied , 
Now to suppoit the sex’s piide, 

Let eithei fix the dait 
Pool gill ’ says Caeha, say no moie, 

Foi should the s^^am but one adoie. 

That spite which bioke his chains befoie, 
Would bieak the othei’s heait 
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SONG. 

My days have been so wondrous free 
The little buds that fly 
With caieless ease from tiee to tiee, 
Weie but as bless’d as I 

Ask gliding wateis, if a tear 
Of mine increas’d their stream'^ 

Oi ask the fl}mg gales, if e’ei 
I lent one sigh to them 

But now my foimei days letue, 

And I’m by beauty caught, 

The tendei chains of sweet desne 
Aie fix’d upon my thought 

Ye nightingales, ye twisting pines* 
Ye swains that haunt the gro'ie * 
Ye gentle echoes, bieezy winds * 

Ye close letreats of love * 

With all of natuie, all of ait. 

Assist the deal design , 

0 teach a young, unp*actis’d heait. 
To make my Nancy mine * 
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The \eiy thought of change I hate, 
As much as of despaii , 

Noi evei covet to be gieat, 

Unless it be for hei 

^Tis tiue, the passion m my mind 
Is mix’d with soft dibtiess; 

Yet while the fan I love is kind, 

I cannot vish it less 
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A.NACRLOMif 

\\ iiEN spiing came on \Mtli tiebh 
To clieei the soul, and chaim the sight, 
While easy breezes, softei lain, 

And waimei suns salute the phm, 

’Twas then, in yondei pm\ gio\e, 

That Natuie ^\ent to meet i\ith Lo\e 

Gieen was hei lohe, and gieen hci wicath, 
Wheie’ei she tiod, ’twas gieen bcuoath , 
Wheie’ei she tuin’d, the pulses beat 
With new leciuits of genial heat , 

And in hei tiain the buds appeal, 

To match foi all the coming }eai 

Rais’d on a banh wlieie daisies giew 
And violets intei mix’d a blue, 

She finds the bo} she w < nt to find , 

A thousand pleaMiies wait behind, 

Aside, a thousand aiiows he, 

But all unfeathei ’d wMit to fly 

When they met, the dame and bo\ , 
Dancing Giaces, idle Jo}, 

Wanton Smiles, and aiiv Pla> 

Conspn’d to make the scene be ga^ , 
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Love pall’d the buds thiough all the grove, 
And Natuio bid them sing to Love, 

Sitting, hopping, flutteiing, sing, 

^nd pay then tiibute fiom the wing, 

To iledgo the shafts that idly he, 

And }ct nnfeathei’d i\ait to fly 

Tis thus, vhen spung lenews the blood, 
They meet in eveiy tiemblmg wood, 

And thiico they make the plumes agiee, 
And eveiy dait they mount with thiee, 

And eveiy dait can boast a kind, 

Which suits each piopei turn of mind, 

Fioin the toveimg eagle’s plume 
The geneious heaits accept then doom . 
Shot by the peacock’s painted eye, 

The \ain and any loveis die 
Foi caieful dames and fiugal men, 

The shafts ai e speckled by the hen , 

The pies and paiiots deck the daits, 

When piattlmg wins the panting h^aits 
When fiom the loice the passions spiing, 
The i\aibhng finch affoids a wing 
Togethei, by the spairow stung, 

Down fall the wanton and the young 
And fledg’d by geese the weapons fly. 
When others love they know not why 

All this, as late I chanced to loie, 
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I leain d m \ondei Avavmg gio\e 
And see, sa-vs Lo^e, ulio called me near, 

How much I deal with Natme heie. 

How both suppoit a piopei pa it. 

She gnes the feathei, I the dait 
Then cease foi souls a\eise to sigh 
Tf Natuie cioss }g, so do I, 
hh weapon there unfeathei’d flies, 

And shakes and shuffles thiough the skies • 

But if the mutual chaiins I find 
By which she links -sou, mind to mind. 

They wing my shaftN, I poi&e the daits, 

And stake fiom both, thiough ho^h }oui hearts 
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ANACREONTIC 

Gay Bacchus liking Estcouit’s ^vsine, 

4 noble meal bespoke us , 

And foi the guests that weie to dme, 

Bi ought Comus, Love, and Jocus. 

The god neai Cupid dieu his chan. 

Neai CoiiHis, Jocus plac d 

Foi wino inakes Love foiget its caie, 

And Mnth exalts a feast 

The moie to please the spiightly god. 
Each sweet engaging Giace 

Put on some clothes to come abioad, 

And took a waitei’s place 

Then Cupid nam’d at eveiy glass 
A lady of the sky , 

While Bacchus swoie he’d dunk the lass, 
And had it bumpei-high 

Pat Comus toss’d his biimmeis o’ei 
And always got the most , 

docus took caie to fill him more, 
Whene’ei he miss’d the toast. 
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The} caird, and diank at eveiy touch ; 

He fill’d, and diank again ; 

4nd it the gods can take too much, 

^Tis said, they did so then 

Gay Bacchus little Cupid stung , 

B} leckonmg his deceits , 

And Cupid mock’d his stammeiing tongue 
With all his staggering gaits 

And Jocus di oil’d on Comus’ ways, 

And tales without a jest , 

While Comus call’d his witty plays 
But waggeries at best 

Such talk soon set them all at odds , 

And, had I HomeTs pen, 

I’d sing ye, how they diank like gods. 
And how they fought like men 

To pait the fiay, the Giaces fl}, 

Who make ’em soon agiee , 

Isay, had the Fuiies selves been mgh. 
They still weie three to thiee 

Bacchus appeas’d, lais’d Cupid up, 

And gave him back his bow , 

But kept some daits to stii the cup 
* Wheie sack and sugai flow 
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Jocus took Comiis’ losy ciovin, 

And gaily ’Woie the piize, 

And thiice m miith he pushM him doiMi, 
As thiice he stiove to use 

Then Cupid sought the my i tie giove, 
Wheie Venus did lecline ; 

And Venus close embiacing Love, 

They join d to lail at wine 

And Comus loudly cuising wit, 

Roll’d ofl to some letieat, 

Where boon companions giavely sii* 

In fat unwieldy state 

Bacchus and Jocus, still behind, 

Foi one fiesh glass piepaie. 

They kiss, and aie exceeding kind. 

And vow to be smceie 

But pait in time, whoevei heai 
This oui instinctive song , 

Foi though such fiiendsliips may be dear, 
They can t continue long. 



OF PARlfELL 


25 


A FAIR'i TALE, 

IN THE ANCIENT ENGUSH ST^ I E 

In Biitam’s isk and Aithui’s days, 

When midnight faenes daunc’d the maze, 
Liv’d Edwin of the gieen , 

Edwin, I wis, a gentle }outh, 

Endow’d with couiage, sense, and tiuth 
Though badly shap’d he been 

His mountain back mote well be said 
To measuie heighth against his head. 

And lift itself above 
Yet spite of all that natuie did 
To make his uncouth foim foibid, 

This cieatuie dai’d to love 

He felt the chaims of Edith’s eyes, 

Noi w anted hope to gam the prize, 

Could ladies look w ithin , 

But one Sii Topaz diess’d with art, 

And, if a shape could win a heart, 

He had a shape to wm 

Edwin, if light I lead my song, 

With slighted pa'ision pac d along 
All m the moon% light 
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’Twas neai aii old encliaunted couii, 
Wheie spoitne fdones made lesort 
To levol out the night 

His heait \vas dieai, his hope was cioss' 
Twas late, 'twas fan, the path was lost 
Thg-t leach’d the neighbour- town , 
With weaiy steps he quits the shades, 
Resolv’d the daiMing dome he tieads, 
And diops his limbs adown 

But scant he lays him on the floor. 
When hollow winds lemove the dooi, 

A tiembling locks the giound 
4nd, %’vell I ween to count aught, 

4t once an hundied tapeis light 
On all the vails aiound 

Nov sounding tongues assail his eai, 
Now sounding feet appioachen neai, 
And now the sounds enciease , 

And fiom the coinei wheie he lay 
He sees a tiam profusely gay 

Come piancklmg o’ei the place 

But, tiust me, gentles, ne'ver yet 
Was dight a masqumg half so neat, 

Oi half so iich befoie , 

The coimtiy lent the sweet pei fumes, 
The sea the peail, the sky the plumes, 
The town its silken store 
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Nbv\ \Uiilfcst he gaz’d, <i gallant diest 
In flanntmg lobes above the ie‘?t. 

With aw full accent ciiod. 

What moital of a wi etched mind, 

Whose sighs mtect the balmy w ind, 

Has heie piosumed to hide 

At this the swam, whose ventuioiis -oiil 
ISo feais of magic ait contioul, 

Adi anc’d in open sight , 

‘ Noi ha\e I cause of diecd,’ ho said 
^ Who Mew b\ no piesumpt’ot^ led, 

Yoni >eie^^ of the mgbt 

Twab gnef foi bcoia oi faithful 
Which made my step& imweoting loie 
, Amid the nightly dew ’ 

Tis well, the gallant cues again. 

We faeiies nevei injme men 
Who daie to tell us tiue 

E\alt th^ ioi e-dejected heait, 

Be mine the task, oi oie w^e pait. 

To make thee giief lesign. 

Now take the pleasure of thy chaunce , 

Whilst I with Mab my partner daimce, 

Be little hlable thine 

He spoke, and all a sudden theie 
Light musick floats in wanton an , 

The monarch leads the queen , 
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The lebt then faeiie paitneis found, 

And Mable tiimly tiipt the giound 
With Edwin of the gieen 

The dauncmg past, the boaid was laid, 

And sikei such a feast was made 
As heart and lip desiie , 

Withouten hands the dishes fly, 

The glasses with a wish come nigh, 

And with a wish letiie 

But now to please the faene king, 

Full every deal they laugh and sing , 

And antick feats devise , 

Some wind and tumble like an ape, 

And othei-some tiansmute then shape 
In Edwin’s wondeimg eyes 

Till one at last that Robin hight, 

Renow n’d foi pinching maids b} night, 

Has bent him up aloof. 

And full against the beam he flung, 

Wheie by the back the youth he hung 
To spiaul unneath the loof 

Fiom thence, Re\eise my chaim,’ he cries, 
‘ And let it faiily now su&ce 

The gambol has been shown ' 

But Obeion answeis with a smile, 

Content thee, Edwin, foi a while. 

The vantage is thine owm 
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Hei e ended all the phantome pla} , 

The} smelt the fiesh appioach of da), 
And hcaid a cock to ciow , 

The w hilling -wind that boie the ciowd 
Has clapp’d the dooi, and ^^histled loud, 
To wain them all to go 

Then &ci earning all at once the} flv 
And all at once the tapers die , 

Pool Edwin falls to flooi , 

Foiloin his state, and daik the place, 
Was nevei wight in sike a case 
Thiough all the land befoie 

But soon as Dan Apollo lose, 

Full jolly cieatuie home he goe<=?, 

He feels his back the less , 

His honest tongue and steady mind 
Han lid him of the lump behind 
Which made him w ant success 

With lusty liveljhed he talks 
He seems a dauncing as he w^alks , 

His stoiy soon took wind*-- — ^ 
And beauteous Edith sees the^ ^ 
Endow’d with com age, sense 

TTT •. 

Without a bunch behin< 

The stoiy told, Sii Topaz mov 
The }outh of Edith eist appiov’i 
To see the level scene 
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At cloteO ot lie loaveb his home, 
And \\ ends to find the min’d dome 
All on the gloomy plain 

A& theie he bides, it so befell, 

The i\ind came lustlmg down a deli, 
A shaking seiz’d the wall 
Up spiing the tapeis as befoie, 

The faeiies biagly foot the flooi, 

And musick fills the hall 

But ceites soiely sunk with woe 
Sii Topaz sees the elfin show, 

Hib spiiits m him die 
When Oberon cues, ‘ A man is near, 
A moitall passion, deeped feai, 
Hangs flagging in the sky ’ 

With that Sii Topaz, hapless youth ’ 
In accents faulteimg ay foi luth 
Inti eats them pity giaunt, 

Foi als he been a nnstei wight 

in the night 
he ended haunt 
Fioin thence, ^ Re\t 
‘ And let It fairly no’ 

The gambol ha 
But Obeion ansuei 

Content thee, Edi > 

The vantr-' 

*e flee to wmik thee woe ’ 
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Then \\ill, '^\li0 beaito the \usp^ liio 
To tiail the swains among the miie, 

The caitive upwaid flung , 

Theie like a toitoise in a shop 
He dangled fiom the chambei-top, 
Wheie whilome Edwin hung 

The level now’- pioceeds apace, 

Deffly they fnsk it o’ei the place, 

They sit, they drink, and eat , 

The time with iiolick miith beguile, 

And pool Sii Topaz hangs the while 
Till all the lout letieat 

By this the staiis began to wink. 

They shiiek, they fl), the tapeis sink 
And down }diops the knight 
Foi ne-vei spell b-y- faeiie laid 
With stiong enchantment bound a glade 
Beyond the length ot night 

Chill, daik, alone, adictd, he L«a 
T ill up the welkin lo^se the day 
Then deem’d the dole w as o ei 
But wot ye well his haidei lot ^ 

His seely back the bunch has got 
Which Edwin lost afoie 

This tale a S>bil-niiise aicd , 

She ^otth stiok’d ni-s -soiinglmg head 
And when the tdo was done. 
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Thus some aie bom, my son,* she cues, 
‘ With base impediments to use, 

And some aie born with none 

‘ But 'vnitue can itself advance 
To vhat the favouiite fools of chance 
By foitune seem’d design’d ; 

Viitue can gain the odds of fate, 

And from itself shake off the weight 
Upon th’ unwoithy minn * 
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THE VIGTI 01 Vr.NUS 

WRITTEN IN THI TIMl OI JCLIIIS CESAP, AND BY SOMf 
ASCPILPD TO CATllLI U*?* 

Let those love now, who nevei lovd hefoie , 

Let those who always lovd, noio love the moi e 
The spring, the new, the waiblmg spiing appeals, 
The youthful season of levivmg ^eais , 

In spung the loves enkindle mutual heats, 

The feathei’d nation choose their tuneful mates, 
The tiees giow fiuitful wuth descending lain 
And diest m diffeiing gieens adoin the plain 
She comes , to-moirow Beauty’s empiess loves 
Thi ough w alks that w inding i un w ithin the gi oves , 
She twines the shooting myitle into boweis, 

And ties then meeting tops withwieathsof fioweis, 


PEEVIGIUUM VENERIS 

Cjas amet, qm numquam amavit, qmque amm it, 
eras amet 

Vei no\Tim, vei ]am canoium vere natus oibis est, 
Vere concoidant amoies, veie mibent alites, 

Et nemus comam lesolvit de mantis imbiibus 
Cl as amoium copulatn\ intei umbias aiboium 
Tmplicat gazas \iientes de flagello m)iteo 
I 
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Then lais’d sublimely on hei easy thione, 

Fiom Natuie s poweiful dictates diaws hei own 
Let those love now, who nevei lov'd before , 
Let those who always lov'd, now love the more 

'Twas on that day which saw the teeming flood 
Swell lound, impiegnate with celestial blood, 
Wandeimg m ciicles stood -the finny ciew, 

The mulst ’^vas left a void expanse of blue , 

Theie paient Ocean woik’d with heaving thioes, 
And diopping wet the fan Dione rose 

Let those love now, who never lov'd befoie , 
Let those who always lov'd, now love the moie 

She pamts the puiple yeai with vaiied show, 

Tips the gieen gem, and makes the blossom glow, 


Cl as Dione dicit, ]uia fulta sublimi thiono 

Cras amet, qni numqiiam amavit , qnique 
amavit, cras amet 

Tunc liquoie de supeino, spumeo ponti e globo, 
Caeiulas intei cateivas, intei et bipedes equos, 
Fecit undantem Dionen de mantis imbiibus 
Cras amet, qui numquam amavit, qnique 
amavit, eras amet 

Ipsa genimis puipuiantem pmgit annum flonbus, 
Insa suigentes papillas de Favoni spiiitu 
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She makes the tuigicl buds leceive the bie.^/i, 
Expand to leaves, and shade the naked tites 
When gatheimg clamps the misty nights di^tese, 
She spimkles all the mom with balmy de’ws, 
Blight tiemhlmg peails depend at e\e3y spia\. 
And kept fioni falling, seem to fall away 
A glossy fieshness hence the lose lecenes. 

And blushes s-woet thiough all hei silken leases , 
(The diops descending thiough the silent night. 
While stais seienely loll then golden light,) 

Close till the mom, hei humid \eil she holds ; 
Then deck’d with Migm pomp the floiver unfolds 
Soon will the moining blush 3^0 maids ’ piepaie, 
In los}^ gai lands bind 3mui flowing haii 
Tis Venus’ plant the blood fan Venus shed, 
O’ei the gay beauty poui’d immoital led , 

Fiom Love’s soft kiss a sweet ambiosial smell 
Was taught foi evei on the loaves to dwell. 


Uiguet m toios tepentes, ipsa 1011s lucidi, 

Noctis auiaquem lelmquit, spaigit humentes aquas, 
Et micant laciymee tiementes decidivo pondeie; 
Giitta piasceps orbe paivo sustmet casus sues , 

In pudoiem flonilentse piodideiunt puipuise 
Humoi ille, quern seienis astia loiant noctibus. 
Mane viigmes papillas solvit humenti peplo 
Ipsa jiissit mane ut udae viigines nubant rosae, 
Piisae piius de ciuoie deque Amoiis osculis, 

Deque gemmis deque fiammis, deque solis puipuris 
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Fiona gems, fioin flames, fiom oiient lays of light, 
The iichest lustio makes hei puiple blight, 

And she to-moiiow weds , the sporting gale 
Unties hei zone, she buists the verdant veil , 
Thiough all hei sweets the iifling lovei flies. 

And as he bieathes, hei glowing flies aiise 
Let those love now^ who never lov'd before , 
Let those who always lov'd, now love the more 

Now fan Diono to the myitle giove 

Sends the gay Nymphs, and sends hei tendei Love 

And shall they ventuie^ Is it safe to go, 

While Nymphs have heai ts, and Cupid weai s a bow ? 
Yes, safely ventuie, ’tis his mothei’s will , 

He walks unaim’d and undesigmng ill. 

His toich extinct, his quivei useless hung, 

His allows idle, and his bow unstrung 


Cl as luboiem qui latebat veste tectus ignea, 
Umco manta nodo non pudebit solvere 

Cras amet, qui numquam amavit quique 
amavit, cias amet 

Ipsa nimfas diva luco jussit iie myrteo 
Et puer comes puellis Nec tamen ciedi potest 
Fsse Amorem fenatum, si sagittas vexeiit 
Ite Nimfse posuit aima, feriatus est amoi 
Jussus est ineimis iie, nudus iie jussus est 
Neu quid aicu, neu sagitta, neu quid igne loedeiet 
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And yet, yg N} niplib, be^^ di e, lus e} es ha\ e cliai ma, 
And Love that’s naked, still ib Lo\e m aims 
Let tko6e love now^ who neiei Md hefoie , 
Let tkoi>e who always look'd, now love the ?no7e 

From Venus’ bowei to Delia’s lodge lepaiis 
A viigin tiain complete vith modest aiis 
‘^Chaste Delia, giant oui suit ’ oi shun the ivood, 
Noi stain this sacied lawn with bd\age blood 
Venus, O Delia’ it she could peisuade. 

Would ask thy piesonce, might she ask a maid ” 
Heie cheeiful quiios toi thioo auspicious nights 
With songs piolong the pleasuiable iites 
Heie ciowds m nieasuies lightly-decent io\e, 

Or seek by pans the coveit of the giove, 

Wheie meeting gieens foi aibouis aich above, 
And mingling flowerets stiew the scenes of love 


Sed tamen nimfae cavete, quod Cupido pulcher est 
Totus est ineimis idem, quando nudus est Amoi 
C7as ai7ietf qm numquani amavzt , 
amavit, cias amet 

Coiupaii Venus pudoie mittit ad te viigines 
Una les est quam logamus cede viigo Delia, 
Ut neinus sit incmeiituni de fciinis stiagibus 
Ipsa veilet ut venues, si decoiet viigineiu 
Jam tubus choios videies feiiatos noctibus, 
Congieges intei caleivas, iie pei saltus tuos 
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eie dancing Ceies shakes hei golden sheaves 
eie Bacchus levels, deck’d with \iiiy leaves 
eie wit’s enchanting God m lauiel ci own’d 
/akes all the lavish’d Houis with silvei sound 
e fields, ye foiests, own Dione’s leign, 

.nd, Delia, huntiess Delia, shun the plain 
Let those love who nevei lov'd befoie, 
jet those who always lovd, now love the moie 

jray with the bloom of all her opening yeai , 

The Queen at Hybla bids hei tin one appeal ; 

A.nd theie presides , and theie the favounte band, 
Hei smiling Giaces, shaie the gieat command 
Now, beauteous Hybla, diess thy fioweiy bed& 
With all the piide the lavish season sheds , 

Noiv all thy colouis, all thy fiagiance yield, 

And iival Enna’s aiomatic field 


Fioieas intei coionas, myileas intei casas 
N ec Cei es, nec Bacchus absunt, nec poetai um De us , 
Decinent, et tota nox est peivigila cantibus 
Reg net in silvis Dione tu lecede Delia 

Ciab amet, qm numquam amavit , qmqvc 
amavit^ eras amet 

Jussit Hyblaeis tiibunal staie diva floiibus , 
Pisesens ipsa juia dicit, adsedeiunt Giatiae. 
H^bla totos funde fioies, quidquid annus adtulit, 
Hybla floium mmpe western, quantus iEnnae cam- 
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To fill the piesence of the gentle comt 
Fioni eveiy quaiter mial Nymphs le&oit, 

^Fiom woods, liom mountains, fiom then humble 
^ ales, 

Fiom wateis cuilmg with the wanton gales 
Pleas’d with the joyful tiam, the laughing Queoa 
In ciicles seats them lound the bank of gieen , 
And ‘‘lovely gills,” she whispeis, “guaid>oiii 
heaits, 

My boy, though stiipt of aims, abounds in aits ” 
Let those love now, loho nevei lovd before , 
Let those who always lov'd, now love the more 

Let tendei giass in shaded alle}s spiead. 

Let eaily floweis eiect then painted head 
To-moi low’s gloiy be to-moiiow seen, 

That day old Ethei wedded Eaith in gieen 


Runs hic ciunt puellse, \el pueliae montiiim 
Queeque silvas, qufeqiie lucos, quaeque inontes in- 
colunt 

Tussit omnis adsideie pueii matei ahti->, 

Jiissit et nudo piiellas mi Amoii ciedeie 

Ctab amet, qui numqitam amavit , qinqiie 
amavit, eras amet 


Ltiecentibiib vii elites ducat umbid& floiibus 
Cl as eat qui piimus eether copulavit nuptias 
Ut patei ions cieaiet veinis annum nubibus, 
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3 Vernal Fathci bid the spiing appear, 
clouds he coupled to pioduce the year, 
e sap descending o^ei hei bosom lan, 
id all the vaiious soits of soul began 
^ wheels unknown to sight, by seciet veins 
stilling life, the fiuitful goddess leigns, 
iiough all the lovely lealms of native day, 
iiough all the ended land, the ending sea, 
hth feitile seed she hll’d the peivious eaith, 
nd evei fix’d the mystic ways of biith 
Let those love ^low^ who never Lovd before , 
et those who always lov’d, now love the mote 

Twas she the paient, to the Latian shoie 
hiough vaiioiis dangeis Tioy’s lemaindei boie 


n sinum maiitus imbei fluxit almse conjugis, 

Jt foetus immixtus omnis aleiet magno coipoie 
fpsa venas atque mentem peimeante spiiitu 
[ntus occultis gubemat piocieatnx viiibus, 

Peique coelum, peique teiias, peique pontum sub- 
ditum, 

Peivium sui tenoiem seminali tiamite 
Imbuit, jussitque mundum nosse nascendi vias 
Cl as amet, qui numquam amavit , quique 
amavit, cias amet 

Ipsa Tiojanos nepotes m Latino tianstulit , 

Ipsa Laurentem puellam conjugem nato dedit , 
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She won Lavmia foi hei wailike son, 

And TV'inmng hei, the Latian empiie won 
She gave to Mais the maid, w^hose honoui’d womb 
Sweird with the foundei of immoital Rome. 
Decoy'd by shows the Sabine dames she led, 

4nd taught oui Mgoious }outh the meanb to wed 
Hence spiung the Romaiib, hence the lacc divine, 
Thiough which gieat Csesai diaws hib Julian line 
Let those love now, to ho never loud hefoie , 
Let those who always lovd, now love the mo7c 

In luial beat's the boul of Pleas uio leigiib , 

The life of Beauty hllb the luial scenes , 

E’en Love, if fame the tiuth of Love declaie, 
Diew hist the bieathings of a iiiial an 
Some pleasing* meadow piegnant Beauty piest, 
She laid hei infant on its floivery bieast, 

Fiom natuie's sweets he sipp'd the fiagiant dew, 


Moxque Maiti de sacello dat pudicam \iiginem , 
Roinuleas ipsa fecit cum Sabmis nuptias , 

Unde Ramnes et Quiiites, pioque prole posteium 
Romuh matiem cieaiet et nepotem Caesaiem 
Cras amet, quz nxiniquam amavit , "qxiique 
cmavit, cras amet 

Ruia foccundat voluptas luia Veneiom sentiunt 
Ip&c Anioi puei Dioiise luic natus dicitui 
Huno agci, nim paitinnet ip'ia, suscepit sinu ; 
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He smiFd, he kiss’d them, and by kissing grew 
Let those love noxo, who never lov^d bejbxe. 
Let those who always lov^d, now love the moie 

Now bulls o’ei stalks of bioom extend then sides, 
Secuie of favouis fiom then lowing biides 
Now stately lams then fleecy consoits lead, 

Who bleating follow thiough the wandeiing shade 
A.ncl now the Goddess bids the buds appeal. 

Raise all then music, and salute the yeai 
Then deep the swan begins, and deep the song 
Runs o’ei the watei wheie he sails along, 

While Philomela tunes a tieble stiain, 

And fiom the poplai chaims the listening plain 
We fancy love expiess^d at eveiy note. 


Ipsa floium delicatis oducavit osculis 

Cras amet, qui numquam amavit , qiiique 
amavit, cras amet 

Ecce, jam supei genistas explicant tauii latus ’ 
Quisque tuus quo tenetm conjugali foedeie 
Subtei umbias cum mantis ecce balantum gieges 
Et canoias non taceie diva jussit alites 
Jam loquaces oie lauco stagna cygm peistiepunt 
\dsonat Teiei puella subtei umbiain populi , 

Ut putas motus amoris oie dici musico, 

Et neges queii soioiem de maiito baibaio 
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It melts, it waibles, in hei liquid throat 
Of baibaious Teieus she complains no more, 

But sings foi pleasuie, as for giiet befoio ; 

And still hei giaces iise, hei ans extend, 

And all is silence till the Siien end 

How long in coming is my lovely spiing ^ 

And when shall I, and when the swallow sing ^ 
Sweet Philomela, cease , oi heie I sit, 

And silent lose my laptuious houi of writ 
’Tis gone, the fit letiies, the flames decay, 

My tuneful Phoebus flies a\eise away 
His own Amycle thus, as stones luu, 

But once was silent, and that once undone 
Let t/ioie love non , who nevei lovd hefoi c , 
Let those who always Md, now love the nm c 


Ilia (antat. nos tacemus Quando \ei \enit 
meum 

Quando faciam ut celidon ut tacere desinam ’ 
Peididi musam tacendo, nec me Phoebus respicit 
Sic Amyclas, cum taceient, peididit silentium 
Cl as amet^ qm numqiiam nmamt , qmqus 
amavit^ cias amet 





HOMER’S BATRACIIOMUOMACHIA, 

OR, THL 

BATTL? OF IHE FROGS 4ND MICF 



NAMKS IHE MICE 

Ps'iCAiiPAX, one who plu7ideis giananei> 

1 roxartes, a bj ead^eatei 

Lychomyle, a licker of meal 

Pternotroctas, a bacon-eatei 

Lychopmax, a lickei oj dishes 

Embasichytros, a ci eepei into poU 

Lychenor, a namefiom licKing 

Troglodytes, one who i uns into hoUi 

Artophagus, whojeeds on biead 

Tyroglyphus, a cheese-scoopei 

Pteinoglyphus, a bacon^scooper 

Pternophagus, a bacon-eatei 

Cnissodioctes, one who follows the steam of hitch^m 

bitophagus, an eatei of wheat 

Mendaipax, one who plunders hs shaie 

NAMES OF THE FROGS 

PHYSIGNATHUS, one who sioells kis cheen^ 

Peleus, a name ft om mud 
Hydromeduse, a mlei in the wateis 
Hypsiboas, a loud bawhr 
Pelion,yjom mud 
Seutlaeus, called fioni the beets 
Polyphonus, a gieat babhlei 
Lymnocbaiis, one who loves the lake 
Crambophagas, a cabbage eatei 
Lymnisius called fiom the lake 
Calammthms, fi om the herb 
Hydrochaii';, who lues the watei 
Borboiocates, who lies in the mud* 

Piassophagu*?, an eatei of gai tick 
Pelusius, J?o)K mud 
Pelobates, loho walks m the diit 
Prassffius, called from gailicK 
Craugasides, ficm croaking 



HOMER’S BVllLE OF THE IROGS TIC 

BOOK T 

To fill my using song with sacied fire, 

Ye tuneful Nine, >e sweet celestial quiie’ 

Fiom Helicon^s embowenng height lepan, 

Attend my labours, and ie\\aid my pra\ei 
The dieadful toils of i aging Mais I ^iite, 

The spiings of contest, and the fields of fight , 
How thieatening mice advanc’d u ith v, ailike gi ace, 
And wag’d due combats with the cioaking lace 
Not louder tumults shook Olympus’ toweis, 

"Wiien eaith-boin giants dar’d immortal powei^ 
These equal acts an equal gloiy claim. 

And thus the Muse lecoids the tale of fame 

Once on a time, fatigu’d and out of bieath, 

And just escap’d the stietching claws of death, 

A gentle mouse, whom cats puisu d in vam, 

Fled swift of foot acioss the neighb’img plain, 
Hung o’ei a bunk, his eagei thiist to cool, 

And dipt his whiskeis in the standing pool , 
When neai a courteous fiog advanc’d his head, 
And fiom the waters, hoaise-iesounding, said, 
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What ait thou, stiangei ^ What the line } ou hoabt? 
What chance has cast thee panting on oui coast ^ 
With stiictest tuith let all thy woids agiee, 

Noi let me find a faithless mouse in thee 
If woithy fiiendship, pioffei’d fiiendship take, 
And enteimg view the pleasmable lake 
Range o’ei my palace, in my bounty shaie, 

And glad retuin fiom hospitable faie 
This silvei realm extends beneath my swa> , 

And me, then monaich, all its fiogs obey 
Gieat Physignathus I, fiom Peleus’ lace, 

Begot m fan Hydiomeduse’ embiace, 

Wheie by the nuptial bank that paints his side, 
The swift Eiidanus delights to glide 
Thee too, thy foim, thy stiength, and poit pioclaim 
A sceptied king , a son of maitial fame , 

Then tiace thy line, and aid my guessing eyes 
Thus ceas’d the fiog and thus the mouse lephes 

Known to the gods, the men, the buds that fly 
Thiough wild expanses of the midway sk}. 

My name lesounds , and if unknown to thee, 

The soul of gieat Psycaipax lives in me, 

Of biave Tioxaites’ line, whose sleeky down 
In love compiess’d L}chomile the biown 
My mothei she, and piincess of the plains 
Wheie’ei her fathei Pteinotioctes leigns 
Boin wheie a cabin lifts its any shed. 

With figs, with nuts, with varied dainties fed 
But since oui natui es nought in common know , 
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Fiom what foundation can a fnendship giow ^ 
riietse culling wateib o ei thy palace loll , 

But man’b high food ■^uppoit's m\ piincely soul 
In \am the ciiclecl loaves attempt to he 
Conceal’d in flaskets fioin m> cuiious e>e, 

In vain the tape that boasts the whitest hue. 

In vain the gilded bacon shuns my view , 

In vain the cheeses, oifspimg of the pail, 

Oi honey’d cakes, which gods themselves legale 
And as m aits I shine, in arms I flght, 

Mi\’d with the biavest, and unknown to flight 
Though laige to mine the human foim appeal, 

Not man himself can smite my soul with feai . 

Sly to the bed with silent steps I go, 

Attempt his fingei , oi attack his toe. 

And indented wounds wuth dc\t’ious skill ; 
Sleeping he feels and only seems to feel 
Yet have we foes which diieful dangeis cause. 
Gum owls with talons aim’d, and cats with claws, 
And that false tiap, the den of silent fate, 

AVheie death his ambush plants aiound the bait: 
All dieaded these, and dieadful o’ei the lest 
The potent wainois of the tabby vest 
If to the daxk we fly, the daik they tiace, 

And rend our heioes of the nibbling lace 
But me, noi stalks, nor watii^h heibs delight, 

Nor can the enmson ladish chaim my sight, 

The lake-1 esoundmg fiog’s selected faie, 

Which not a mouse of any taste can bear 
K 
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As thus the downy pimce his mind expiess’d, 

His answei thus the cieaking king addiess’d 

Thy woids luxuiiant on thy dainties love, 

And, stiangei, we can boast of bounteous Jove 
^ We sport in water, oi we dance on land, 

And bom amphibious, food fiom both command 
But trust thyself wheie wondeis ask thy view, 
And ssfely tempt those seas. I’ll beai thee thiough 
Ascend my shouldeis, fiimly keep thy scat, 

And leach my maishy couit, and feast m state 

He said, and bent his back , with nimble bound 
Leaps the light mouse, and clasps his aims aiound; 
Then wondeiing floats, and sees with glad suivey 
The winding banks lesembling ports at sea 
But when aloft the cuilmg water iides, 

And wets with azuie wave his downy sides. 

His thoughts glow conscious of appioachmg woe,-* 
His idle teaib with vain lepentance flow, 

His locks he lends, his tiemblmg feet he leais, 
Thick beats his heait with unaccustom’d feais , 
He sighs, and chill’d with dangei, longs for slioie : 
His tail extended foims a fiuitless oai. 

Half diench’d in liquid death his piayeis he spake. 
And thus bemoan’d him fioin the dieadful lake 

So pass’d Euiopa thiough the lapid sea. 
Trembling and famti'^g all the venturous way; 
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Witli oai> fat the bull 4-1 nmiphant low’d. 

And safe in Ciete depos’d his lo\eh load 
Ah safe at last * may thus the fiog suppoil 
My tiemblin£> limbs lo lench his ample couit 

As thus he soiiows, death anibiguov- £»iov«?, 

Lo ^ fioni the deep a 'v^atei-h’sdia lose , 

Ho lolls his sanguin’d eyes, his bosoin heaves, 
And daits with actne lage along the waves 
Confus’d the monaich sees his hissing foe. 

And dues, to shun the sable fates, below 
Foigetful fiog ’ The fiiend th\ shoiildeis boie, 
Unskill’d in swimming, floats i emote fioin shoie 
He giasps with fiiutless h to find lelief, 
Supinely falls, and giinds his tooth with giiei, 
Plunging he sinks, and stiuggling mounts agam, 
And sinks, and stiives, but stin es with fate m vam 
The weighty moistuie clogs his haiiy -vest, 

And thus the prince his dying lage expie&s’d 

Noi thoUjthatfling’stme floundeimgfiomtln h ck, 
As fiom haid locks lebounds the shatteimg wuack, 
Nor thou shalt ’scape thy due, peifidious king ' 
Pursu’d by vengeance on the swiftest w mg 
At land thy strength could nevei equal mine. 

At sea to conquei, and by ciaft, was thine 
But heaven has gods, and gods have seaicbmg e'v es 
Ye mice, ye mice, my gieat avengeis, use * 

This said, he sighing gasp’d and gasping died 
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His death the young Lychopmax espied, 

As on the floweiy bunk he pass’d the day, 

Bask’d in the beams, and loitei’d life a’vva} 

Loud shrieks the mouse, his shiieks the shoies 
lepeat , 

The nibbling nation leain then heio s fate 
Giief, dismal giief ensues , deep muimuis sound, 
And shiillei fury fills the deafen’d giound 
Fiom lodge to lodge the sacied heialds lun, 

To fix then council with the using sun , 

Wheie gieat Tioxaites ci own’d in gloiy leigns, 
And winds his lengthening com t beneath the plains : 
Psycaipax’ father, fathei now no moie ’ 

Foi pool Psycaipax lies remote fiom shoie. 
Supine he lies ’ the silent wateis stand, 

And no kind billow wafts the dead to land ^ 
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OMER’S BATILE OF IHE FROGS AND MICE. 

BOOK II 

When losy-fingei’d mom had tmg’d the clouds*, 
Around then monarch-mouse the nation crowds ; 
Slow lose the soveieign, heav’d hib anMous breast, 
And thus, the council fill’d with lage, addiess’d 

Foi lost Ps>caipa\ much m> soul endmes, 

’Tis mine the piivate giief, the public, )ouis 
Thiee wailike sons adorn’d y nuptial bed, 

Three sons, alas * before then iather dead » 

Our eldest peiish’d by the ravening cat, 

As near y couit the prince unheedful sat 
Our next, an engine fraught with danger drew. 
The portal gap’d, the bait was hung in view, 

Dire arts assist the tiap, the fates decoy, 

And en unpitying kill’d my gallant hoy 
The last, his country’s hope, his paients’ pnde, 
Plung’d in the lake by Physignathus, died 
Rouse all the wai, y friends ^ avenge the deed 
And bleed that monaich, and his nation bleed 

His woids in eveiy bieast inspir’d alaims, 

And caieful T\Iai«i «;upplied then host with aims 
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In veidant hulib debpoii’d of all then beans, 

The buskin’d waniois stalk’d along the plains: 
Qiulh aptly bound, then biacmg coiselet made, 
Fac’d 'v\ith the plundci of a cat they flay’d , 

The lamp’s lound boss aifoids then ample shield, 
Laige shells of nuts then coveimg helmet yield. 
And o’ei the legion nith i ejected lays, 

Tall gloves of needles foi then lances blaze 
Dieadful in aims the maichmg mice appeal ; 

The i\ondeimg fiogs peiceive the tumult neai, 
Foisake the wateis, thickening foiin a nag, 

And ask and heaiken, whence the noises spiing 
When neai the ciowd, disclos’d to public view, 
The ■valiant chief Embasichytios dievv 
The sacied hei aid’s sceptie giac’d his Land, 

And thus his v oids e\pies&’d his king’s command 

Ye fiogs ^ the mice, vith vengeance fil’d, advance, 
And deck’d in aimoui shake the shining lance. 
Then hapless pi ince by Physignathus slam, 
Extends incumbent on the wateiy plain 
Then aim youi host, the doubtful battle tiy; 

Lov^d foith those fiogs that have the soul to die 


The chief letiies, the ciovvd the challenge heai, 
And pioudly-swellmg yet peiplex’d appeal . 
Much they losent, }et much then monaich blame 
Who using, spoke to cleai his tainted fame . 


O fi lends, I nevei foic’d the mouse to death, 
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Noi feaw the gatoping of hia latest bieath 
lie, \aiii of youth, oui ait of swimuimg tiled, 
And veiituioufe, in the lake the iiantoa died 
"to vengeance iiov\ false appeal ance led, 

They point then angci at in*^ guiltless head 
But wage the using uai hv deep dcMce, 

And tain its fmy on the ciaft} mice 
Youi king diiects the ua-v ; my thoughts elate 
With hopes of conquest, foim designs of late 
Wheie high the banks then i eidant suilace hea\e, 
And the steep sides confine the sleeping ua\e, 
Theie, noai the maigm, clad in aimoui biighl. 
Sustain the fiist impetuous shocks of light 
Then, wheie the dancing feathei ]Oias the ciost, 
Let each biave fiog his obvious mouse aiiest, 
Each stiongly giaspmg, headlong plunge a toe, 
Till countless ciicles whiil the lake below , 

Down sink the mice in yielding wateis dioAMi’d , 
Loud flash the uateis , and the shoies lesound 
The flogs tiiumphant tiead the conquei’d plain, 
And laise then gloiious tiophies of the slain 

He spake no moie his piudent scheme impaits 
liedoubling aidoui to the boldest heaits 
Gieen was the suit his aiming heioes cho^e, 
Aiound then legs the gi eaves of mallo^\s clocc , 
Gieen weie the beets about then shouldeis laid, 
Aqd gieen the colewoit, ulncli the taiget made , 
Foim’d of the vaiied ►hells the \\ateis yield, 
Then glossy helmets glisten’d o’ei the field, 
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And tapeiring sea-ieeds foi the polish’d speai, 
With upiight 01 del pieic’d the ambient an 
Thus diess’d foi war, they take th’ appointed height, 
Poize the long aims, and mge the piomis’d fight 

But now, wheie Jove’s iiiadiate spires arise, 

With stais smiounded in etheieal skies, 

(A solemn council call’d) the biazen gates 
Unbai , the gods assume then golden seats : 

The sue supenoi leans, and points to show 
What wondrous combats moitals wage below : 
How’’ sti ong, how lai g e, the numei ous hei oes sti ide ; 
What length of lance they shake with wailike piide; 
What eagei file, then lapid maich ie\edls , 

So the fieice Centauis lavag’d o’ei the dales , 

And so confiim’d, the daiing Titans lose. 

Heap’d hills on hills, and bid the gods be foes 

This seen, the pow^ei his sacied visage leais, 

He casts a pitying smile on worldly caies, 

And asks what heavenly guaidians take the list, 
Oi who the mice, oi who the fiogs assist'? 

Then thus to Pallas If my daughtei’s mind 
Have join’d the mice, why stays she still behind? 
Diawn foith by savoury steams they wind then way, 
And sure attendance loimd thine altai pay, 

Where while the victims giatif} then taste, 

They spoit to please the goddess oi the feast 
Thus spake the rulei of the spacious skies , 
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But thus, lesolv’d, the blue-ey’d maid icphcb 
In vain, m) father’ ail then dangeis plead, 

To such, thy Pallas neiei giants hei aid 
My floweiv wicaths thev petulantly spoil, 

And lob my cijstal lamps of feeding oil, 

Ills following ills but yhat afflicts me moie. 

My \eil, that idle lacc piofanely toie 
The web yas cuiious, yi ought with ait dumc , 
Relentless yi etches ’ all the woik was mine ; 
Along the loom the puiple waip I spiead, 

Cast the light shoot, and cioss’d the sihei thiead 
In this then teeth a thousand bleaches teai ; 

The thousand bleaches skilful hands lepaii , 

Foi -which \ile eaithly duns thy daughtei giic\e 
The gods, that use no com, hai e none to give ; 
And learning’s goddess nevei less can o-we 
Neglected learning gams no wealth below 
Noi let the fiogs to win my succour sue, 

Those clamoious fools have lost my favour too 
P'01 late, -when all the conflict ceas’d at night, 
When my sti etch’d sine-ws i^oik d with eagei fight ; 
When spent with glorious toil, I left the field. 
And sunk foi sluinbei on my swelling shield , 

Lo from the deep, lepelling s-weet repose. 

With noisy cioakings half the nation lose 
Devoid of lest, wuth aching blows 1 lay, 

Till cocks pioclami’d the ciimson dawn of day 
Let all, like me, fiom cithei host foibeai, 

Nvn tempt the flying fuiies of the speai , 

Let heavenly blood, 01 -what foi blood may flow, 



58 


IIIL POEMS 


Adorn tlie conquest of a meanei loe 
Some daring mouse may meet the \^ondious odd , 
Though gods oppose, and brave the wounded god^ 
O’er gilded clouds reclin’d, the danger view, 

And be the wars of mortals scenes for you 

So mov’d the blue-ey’d queen , her words persuade, 
Great Jove assented, and the rest obevd 



01 PARNELL 


59 


H0MEK’>s BAUIJ. Ol^ lliJ: FKOGS ^jSD illCE. 

POOK III 

Now hont to hont the maiclimg dimio^ &hiau, 
Halt eie the} meet, and ioim the lengthening line 
The chiefs conspicuoas seen and hoaid afai, 

Gue the loi^d signal to the lu^'limg \\ai , 

Then dieadful tiuaipets doep-moiith d hoia^ts 
sound, 

The sounded chaigo lemuiinuis o ei the gioiind, 
E’en Jo\e piociaims a field of hoiioi mgh, 

And lolls low thundci thiough the tioublcd sk'v 

Fust to the hght the iaige H}pbiboas 
And bia\e L}chenoi with a ja\elin slow 
The luckless waiiioi hll’d with geneioiis fiaiue, 
Stood foiemost ghtteiing in the post of fame , 
When in his livei stiuck, the ]a\elm hung , 

The mouse fell thundenng, and the taiget iiuig , 
Pi one to the giound he sinks his closing e>e, 

And soil’d m dust his lo\ely tiesse-i lie 

A speai at Peliou Tioglodytes ca^t, 

^ ^he missno speai '\%ithin the bo^om past , 

Death’s sable sluuk^ the. fa ut ng Log ''Uii tund, 
xAnd life’s led tide luiis e,b:>tng iioui the wound 



60 


niE POEMS 


Embasichy ti os felt Seutlaeus’ dait 
Tiansfix and quivei in his panting heait, 

But gieat Artophagus aveng’d the slam, 

And big Seutlseus tumbling loads the plain, 
And Polyphonus dies, a fiog lenown’d 
Foi boastful speech and tuibulence of sound ; 
Deep thiough the belly pieic’d, supine he lay, 
And bieath’d his soul against the face of dav 

The stiong L} innocliaiis, who view’d with lie 
A \ictoi tiiumph, and a fnend expiie , 

With heaving aims a locky fiagment caught. 
And fieicely flung wheie Tioglodytes fought; 

A wan 101 veis’d in aits, of suie letieat. 

But aits in vain elude impending fate , 

Full on his sinewy neck the fragment fell, 

And o’ei his eyelids clouds eternal dwell 
Lychenor, second of the gloiious name. 
Striding advanc’d, and took no wandeiing aim , 
Thiough all the frog the shining javelin flies. 
And neai the vanquish’d mouse the victoi dies 

The dieadful stioke Ciambophagus affiights, 
Long bied to banquets, less inui’d to fights , 
Heedless he luns, and stumbles o’ei the steep, 
And wildly floundeimg flashes up the deep 
Lychenoi following with a downwaid blow, 
Reach’d in the lake his uniecovei’d foe; 
Gasping he lolls, a puiple stieam of blood 
Distains the surface of the silvei flood , 
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Till ougli the wide ound the i u&hiug onti aih thi ong, 
And slow the breathless caica^s floatb along 

L;ymmsiUto good T}ioghphu!s cissailb, 

Piince of the mice that haunt the flouci} vales, 
Lost to the milk) faies and luial seat. 

He came to peiish on the bank of fate 

The diead Pteinoglyphus demands the fight, 
Which tendei Calaniinthius shuns by flight, 
Diops the gieen taiget, springing quits the foe, 
Glides thiough the lake, and safely dives below 
But due Pteinophagus dmdes his way 
Till ougb hi eaking i anks, and leads the di eadful day 
No nibbling piince excell’d in fieiceness more, ^ 
His paients fed him on the savage boai , 

But vvheiehis lance the field with blood imbiu’d, 
Swift as he mov’d, H}diochaiis pmsu'd. 

Till fallen in death he lies , a shatteiing* stone 
Sounds on the neck, and ciubhos all the bone ; 
His blood pollutes the veiduie of the plain. 

And fiom his nostiils buists the gushing brain 

Lvchopinax with Boib’iocoetes fights, 

A blameless fiog whom humblei lite delights , 
The fatal javelin umelentmg flies. 

And daikness seals the gentle cioakei s ejes* 

incens’d Piassophagus, with spiightly bound, 
Beais Cnissodioctes oft the using giound, 
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Then diags him 0*91 the lake depiiv'd of biea^h, 
4 iid downward plunging, sinks his soul tq death 
But now the gieat Psycaipax slimes afai, 

(Scaice he so gieat whose loss pio\ok’d the 
Swift to levenge his fatal jarelm fled, 

And thiough the livei stiuck Pelusius dead , 

His fieckled corpse befoie the "victor fell, 

His soul indignant sought the shades of hell 

This saw Pelobates, and fiom the flood 
Heav’d v ith both hands a monstious mass of mud 
The cloud obscene o’ei all the heio flies, 
Dishononis his blown face, and blots his e-^^es 
Eniag’d, and wuldly splutteiing, fiom the shoie 
A stone immense of size the wan 101 boie, 

A load foi labouiing eaith, whose bulk to laise, 
Asks ten degeneiate mice of modem days 
Pull on the leg aiines the ciushing wound, 

The fiog suppoitless wiithes upon the giound 

Thus flush’d, the victoi wais w ith matchless foice. 
Till loud Cl aug asides aiiests his couise 
Hoarse-ci oaking thieats piecede , with fatal speec 
Deep thiough the belly lan the pointed leed, 
Then stiongly tugg’d, letuin’d iinbiu’d with gore 
And on the pile his reeking entiails boie 

The lame Sitophagus, oppress’d -with pain, 

Cieeps fiom the despeiate dangeis of the plam^ 
And where the ditches using weeds supply 
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To spiead thou lowly shades beneath the sk^, 
Thei^ Imks the silent mouse reliev’d fiom he*it, 
And safe emhowei’d, a\oids the chance of fate 

But heie Tioxaites, Phjsignathus theie, 

Whiil the dire fuiies of the pointed speai 
But wheie the foot mound its ankle plies, 
Tioxaites wounds, and Ph>signathus flies, 

Halts to the pool a safe letieat to find. 

And tiails a dangling length of leg behind 
The mouse still uiges, still the fiog letiies, 

And half in anguish of the flight e\pnes 

Then pious aidoui young Piassaeus bungs, 
Betwixt the foi tunes of contending kings 
Lank, haimless fiog ^ with forces haidly giowm, 
He darts the iced in combats not his own, 
Which faintly tinkling on Troxaites’ shield, 
Hangs at the point, and diops upon the field 

Now nobly toweling o’ei the lest appeals 
A gallant pimce that fai tianscends his yeais, 
Pude of his sue, and gloiy of his house, 

And moie a Mais in combat than a mouse , 

His action bold, lobust his ample fiame. 

And Meiidaipax his lesoundmg name 
The w^aiiioi singled fiom the fighting ciowd. 
Boasts the due honouis of his aims aloud , 
^>Xhen stiuttmg neai the lake, with looks elate, 
To all its nations thieats appioaching fate 
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And such his stiength, the sihei lakes aiound 
Might roll then wateis o’ex unpeopled giound, 
But poweiful Jove, who show's no less his giace 
To flogs that peiish, than to human lace, 

Felt soft compassion using in his soul, 

And shook his sacied head, that shook the pole 
Then thus to all the gazing poweis began 
The sue of ^ds, and fi ogs, and Mice, and man 

What seas of blood I view * what woilds of slam ’ 
An Iliad rising fiom a day’s campaign ' 

How fieice his javelin o’ei the tiemblmg lakes 
The black-furr d hero Meiidaipa'^c shakes ^ 

Unless some favouimg deity descend, 

Soon will the fiogs’ loquacious empiie end 
Let dieadful Pallas wing’d with pity iiy, 

And make her aegis blaze befoie his eye 
While Mais lefulgent on his lattlmg cai, 

Aiiests his 1 aging iival of the wai 

He ceas’d, leclimng with attentive head, 

When thus the gloiious god of combats said 
Noi Pallas, Jove ’ though Pallas take the field, 
With all the teiiois of hei hissing shield, 

Noi Mars himself, though Mais in aimour blight 
Ascend his cai , and wheel amidst the fight , 

Not these can diive the despeiate mouse afai, 

Oj change the foi tunes of the bleeding wai 
T et all go foith, all heaven m aims aiise , 

Oi launch th’^ own led thundei fiom the skies. 
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Such aident bolts as Hew that wondious da\, 
When heaps of Titans mix’d uith mountains U\ 
When all the gunt laco enoimous fell 
And huge Enceladiis was linil d to hell ” 

’Twas thus th’ aimipotent ad\isd the gods, 

When fiom his thione the cloud- compellei nods , 
Deep lengthening thundeis lun fiom pole to pole, 
Olympus tiembles as the thundeis loll 
Then swift he whnls the blandish’d bolt aiound 
And headlong daits it at the distant giound. 

The bolt dischaig’d inwiapp’d wuth lightning files, 
\nd lends its flaming passage thiough the skies 
Then eaith’s inhabitants, the nibbleis, shake, 

And flogs, the dwelleis in the wateis, quake 
Yet still the mice ad\ance then diead design, 

4.nd the last dangei threats the cioaking line, 

Till Jove, that inly mouin’d the loss they boie, 
With stiange assistants fill’d the flighted shoie 

Poui’d fiom the neighb’img stiand, defoim’d to 
They maich, a sudden unexpected ciew ’ [Mew, 
Stiong suit^ of aimoiii lound then bodies close, 
Which, like thick amils, blunt the foice of blows 
In wheeling maiches tui n’d, oblique they go , 
With haip} claws then limbs duide below , 

Fell sheeis the passage to then mouth command , 
Fiom out the flesh then bones by natuie stand , 
Bioad spiead then backs, then shining shouldeis 
use , 

L 



Unnumbei’d jomtb di^ toil then d 

With nen oil's coidb then hands aie himly biac’d , 
Then lound black eyeballs in then bosom plac’d, 
On eight long feet the wondious waiiiois tiead , 
And either end alike supplies a head. 

These, moital wits to call the ciabs agiee, 

The gods have othei names foi things than o 

Now wheie the jointuies horn then loins depend, 
The heioes’ tads \\ith scveimg giasps they lond 
Heie, shoit of feet, depiiv’d the powei to 
Theio, without hands, upon the field they lie 
Wiench’d fioni then holds, and scattei’d ail aiouiid, 
The bended lances heap the cumbei’d giound 
Helpless amazement, feai puisumg feai, 

And mad confusion thiough then host appeal 
O’ei the wild waste with headlong flight the> go, 
Oi cieep conceal’d in vaulted holes below 

But down Olympus to the western seas 
Fai -shooting Phoebus dioi^e with faintei la^y ? , 
And a whole wai (so Jove oidain’d) begun. 

Was fought, and ceas’d, in one revolving sun 
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TO MR POPE 

To piai'se, yet still with due lespect to piaise, 

4 bald timmphant lu immoital ba^s, 

The leain’d to show, the sensible commend, 

Yet still pie^eive the pio\ince of the fiiend, 

\\ hat life, what vigoui, must the lines lequue ’ 
\\ hat music tune them ’ what aitection hie ’ 

() might thy genius in m} bosom shine ^ 

Thou shouldst not fail ot numbcib woith> thuie, 
The biightest ancients might at once agiee 
To sing within my la}s, and sing ot thee 

Hoi ace himself would own thou dost e\cel 
In candid aits to play the ciitic well 

Ovid himself might wish to sing the dame 
Whom Wmdsoi foiest sees a gliding stieam , 
On sihei feet, with annual osier ci own’d. 

She luns for evei thiough poetic ground 

How flame the glories of Belinda’s haii, 

Made by thy Muse the emy of the fan 
Lesb shone the ties^es Egypt’s princess wore 
" Which sw^eet Callimachus so sung befoie 
Heie couitly tiifleb set the woild at odds. 



68 


IIIL POEMS 


Belles wai with beaii\, and whims descend foi gods 
The new machines in names of iidicule, 

Mock the giave phienzy of the cliymic fool 
Bat know, ye fan, a point conceal’d with ait, 

The Sylphs and Gnomes aie but a woman’s hcait 
The Giaces stand in sight , a Satyi tiain 
Peep o’ei then heads, and laugh behind the scene 

In Fame’s fan temple, o’ei the boldest v its 
Inshiin’d on high the sacied Viigil sits, 

And sits in measuies, such as Viigil’s Muse 
To place thee neai him might be fond to choose 
How might ho tune th’ alternate leed with thee, 
Peihaps a Stiephon thou, a Daphnis he, 

While some old Damon o’ei the vulgai wise. 
Thinks he deseives, and thou deseiv’st the piue’ 
Rapt with the thought my fancy seeks the plains, 
And tuins me shepheid while I hcai the stiams 
Indulgent nuise of eveiy tendei gale, 

Pai ent of floweiets, old Aicadia, hail ’ 

Heie m the cool my limbs at ease I spiead, 

Heie let thy poplais whibpei o’ei my head ; 

Still slide thy w^ateis soft among the tiees, 

Thy aspins quivei m a bieathing bieeze; 

Smile all thy valleys m eternal spiing, 

Be hush’d, ye winds ^ while Pope and Virgil smg 

In English lays, and all sublimely gieat. 

Thy Homei waims with all his ancient heat. 

He shines in council, tlumdcis in the fight. 
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Long has that poet leign’d, and long unknown, 
Like moiiaichb spaikling on a dibtant thione. 

In all the majest} of Gieek letii d. 

Himself unknowTOL, his might-v name admii’d, 

His language failing, wiapp’d him loundwith night, 
Thine, lais’d by thee, le calls the woik to light 
So wealth) mines, that ages long befoie 
Fed the laige lealms aioiind wuth golden oie, 

When chok’d by sinking banks, no moie appear, 
Andshepheids only say, the mines weie heie ^ 
Should some iich youth, if natuie waim his heait, 
And all his pi ejects stand infoim d with ait, 

Heie deal the ca\es, theio ope the leading \em , 
The mines detected flame w ith gold again 

How^ vast, how' copious aie thy new designs ^ 

How eveiy music vanes in tin lines * 

Still as I lead, I feel my bosom beat, 

And use m laptuies by anothei’s heat 

Thus in the wood, when summei diess’d the dajs, 

When Windsoi lent us tuneful houis of ease. 

Our eais the laik, the thiush, the tuitle blest, 

And Philomela, sweetest o’ei the lest 

The shades lesound with song — O softly tiead* 

While a whole season waibles lound my head 

This to my fiiend — and wdien a fiiend mspiies, 
My silent haip its mastei’s hand lequiies, 

Shakes oil the dust and makes these locks lesound, 
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For foitune plac’d me in uiiteitile giound , 

Far fiom the joys that with my soul agiee, 

Fiom wit, from learning, — fai, O fai horn thee^ 
Heie moss'giown tiees expand the smallest leaf, 
Here half an acie’s coin is half a sheaf. 

Here hills with naked heads the tempest meet. 
Rocks at then side, and toiients at then feet; 

Oi lazy lakes, unconscious of a flood. 

Whose dull blown Naiads evei sleep in mud 

Yet heie content can dwell, and learned ease, 

A fiiend delight me, and an authoi please ; 

Even heie I sing, while Pope supplies the thep^e, 
Show my own love, though not mciease hi-'s fame 
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V lIl.UbLVllOi\ U1 PAKi' OJ? XHE FIRSf 
CVNIO OF nil RVPL 01 fHr LOCK 

INTO LrOMNL\FRSE, AITEP THl OF Till 'NCIFNT 

MONKa 

El nunc dilectum speculum, pio moic ictectiim, 
Emicat in mcnsa, quae splenrlet p} \ide den'^a 
Turn piimum lymph a se pui^it candid i mnipha , 
Jamque sine niend^, coelestis imago \idenda, 
NuJa caput, belLs lecmet, legit, unplet, otcllo^ 
H^c stupet exploidn «5 ben cultus numen adoian^ 
Intel 101 claram Pjtliomssa appaiet ad aiam, 
Fertque tibi caute, dicatque siipeibia ’ laute. 


pvTir OF iiiL riRsr C'^mo oi ihe 

OF THE LOCK 

4nd now unveiFd the toilet stands displavVl, 
Each silvei vase in mystic oidei laid 
Fust, lob’d in ■ahite, the nymph intent adoies, 
With head uncovei’d, the cosmetic poweis 
A heavenl;^ image in the glass appeals, 

To that she bends, to that hei eves she leais 
Th’ infeiioi piiestess, at hei altai’s side, 
Tiemblmg, begins the sacied iitcs of piide 
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Dona veniista, oil's, qua3 cimctis, plena laboiis, 
E^.celpta e-vploiat, dominamque deamque decoiat 
Pyxide devote, se pandit hic India tota, 

Et tota ex ist^ t’anspiiat Aiabia cist^ 

Testudo hic flectit, dum se mea Lesbia pectit , 
Atque elephas lent^ te pectit, Lesbia, dente , 
Hunc maculis nous, mvei jacet ille colons 
Hic jacet et mund^ mundus muliebiis abnnde , 
Spinula lesplendens sens longo oidme pendens, 
Pulvis suavis odoie, et epistola suavis amoie 
Induit aima eigo Veneiis pulchenima viigo, 
Pulchiioi in pioesens tempus de tempoie ciescens 
Jam lepaiat iisus, jam surgit giatia visus, 

Jam pi omit cultu miiacula latentia viiltu , 


Unnumbei’d tieasuies ope at once, and heie 
The vaiious ofteimgs of the woild appeal , 

Fiom each she nicely culls -vvith ciiiious toil. 

And decks the goddess with the glitteiing spoil 
This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia bieathes fiom jondei box 
The tortoise heie and elephant unite, 

Tiansfoim’d to combs, the speckled and the -white 
Heie files of pins extend then shining lows, 
Puffs, powdeis, patches, Bibles, billet-doux 
Now awful beauty puts on all its aims, 

Tlie fail each moment uses in her chainis, 
Repaiis her smiles, awakens eveiy giace, 
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Pigmma ]ani laiscet, quo pliib sua puip iia glibcet, 
Et qcmmaiis bellis bplendet mage fulgoi ocellis 
Stant Lemuies muti, n’smplise intentique isaluti, 
Hic fig it 7onam, capiti locat illc coionam, 

Iloec mamcis foimam, plicis dat ct altera iioimam ; 
Et tibi \ el Bctt} , tibi ^ el nitidissima LetU ^ 

Gloua factoium temeie conceditiu hoiimi 


And calls foitli all the \^ondeia of hei face , 

Sees b) degiees a pmei blush ause, 

And keenei lightnings quicken in hei o^ves 
The busy sylphs suiiound then dailing caie , 
These set the head, and those dnide the haii. 
Some fold the sleeve, "while otheis plait the gown, 
And Betty’s piais’d foi labouis not hei own 
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HEALTH, AN ECLOGUE 

Now eaily shepheids o’ei the meadow pass, 

And punt long footsteps m the glitteung glass , 
The cows neglectful of then pastiiie stand, 

By turns obsequious to the milkei’s hand 

When Damon softly tiod the shaken lawn, 
Damon, a ^outh fiom city caies withdxawn , 

Long was the pleasing walk he wandeikl thiougli, 
A covei’d aiboui clos’d the distant view 
Theie lests the youth, and, wliile the teatherd 
thiong 

Raiso then wild music, thus contiives a song 

Heie, wafted o’ei by mild Etesian an, 

Thou countiy goddess, beauteous Health, lepaii ’ 
Heie let my hi east thiough quiveiing tiees inhale 
Thy losy blessings with the moining gale 
What aie the fields, oi fioweis, oi all I see ^ 

Ah ’ tasteless all, if not enjoy’d with thee 

Joy to my soul ’ 1 feel the Goddess nigh, 

The face of natuie cheeis as w’'ell as I , 

O’ei the fiat gieen lefieshing biee/es lun, 

The smiling daisies blow beneath the sun, 

The biooks lun puilmg down with silvei waves, 
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The clmpmg buds fiom all the compa‘s& lor.* 

To tempt the tuneful echoes of the okag 
H igh sunny summits, deeply shaded Joics, 

Thick mossy banks, and ^xinding \ales 

With vaiious piospect giatify the sight, 

A.n(l scattei fix’d attention in delight 

Come, countiy Goddess, come ^ noi thou sufiice. 
But bung thy mountain-sistei , Exeicihe 
Call’d by thy Inely %oice, she turns hei pace, 

Hei winding hoin pioclaims the nnish’d chace , 
She mounts the locks, she skims the le-\ei plain, 
Dogs, hawks, and hoises, ciowd hei eaily tiam , 
Hei haidy tace lopels the tanning wind 
A.nd lines and meshes looseh float behind 
All these as means of toil the feeble ste. 

But these aie helps to pleasure ]om’d with thee 

Let Sloth he softening till high noon la down, 

Oi lolling fan hei in the sultr-s toivn, 

Unneiv’d with lost , and turn hei own disease, 

Oi fostei otheis m liixuiioiis ease 
I mount the coiiisei, call the deep-mouth’d hounds 
Ihe fox unkenneird flies to coieit giounds, 

I lead w^heie stags thiough tangled thickets tn ul 
And shake the saplings v itli then blanching iu ul 
I make the falcons wing then am wa>. 

And soai to seize, oi «i^ooping •stiike their pioy , 
To snaie the fish I fix the luiing- bait; 
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To wound the fowl I load the gun with fate 
’Tis thus thioug^i change of exeicise I lange, 

And stiength and pleasuie use fiom eveiy change 
Heie, beauteous Health, foi all the yeai lemain , 
When the next comes, Fllchaim thee thus again 

0 come, thou Goddess of my luial song, 

And bung thy daughtei, calm Content, along ^ 
Dame of the iiiddy cheek and laughing e-\e, 

Fiom whose blight piesence clouds of soiiow fly 
Foi hei I mow my walks, I plat my boweis, 

Clip my low hedges, and suppoit my floweis , 

To w^elcome hei, this summei seat 1 diest, 

And lieie I couit hei when she comes to lest , 
When she fiom exeicise to learned ease 

Shall change again, and teach the change to please 

Now fiiends conveising my softhouis lefine, 

And Tally’s Tusculum levives in mine 
Now to giave books I bid the mind letieat, 

And such as make me lathei good than gieat , 

01 o’ei the woiks of easy fancy lOve, 

Wheie flutes and innocence amuse the grove , 
The native baid that on Sicilian plains 

Fust sung the lowly manneis of the swains, 

Oi Maio’s Muse, that in the faiiest light 
Paints luial prospects and the chaims of sight 
These soft amusements bung content along, 

And fancy, void of soiiow, turns to song 

Heie, beauteous Health, foi all the yeai lemam , 
When the next comes, Til chaim thee thus again 
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THE iLIEb \N ECLOGUE 

WiiETs in the iivei co\\s foi coolncNb stand. 

And sheep foi bieezes seek the lott} land, 

A youth, whom iEsop taught that evei} tice, 

Each bud and insect, spoke as well as he, 

Walk’d calml} musing in a shaded way, 

Wheie flow ei mg hawthorn bioke the biinn-^ la'^, 
And thus mstiucts his moial pen to diaw 
A scene that ob^ lous in the held he saw 

Neai alow ditch, w hoi o shallow watoismoet. 
Which no\ei leaint to glide with liquid fact, 
Whose Naiads ntwei piattle as they play. 

But scicen’d with hedges slumbei out the dd\ , 
Theie stands a slendei feins aspiiing shade, 
Whose answeiing blanches legulaily laid 
Put toith then answciing boughs, and pioudly ii<.e 
Thiee stones upwaid, iii the nethei bkiCb 

Foi sheltci hei e, to shun the noonday heat. 

An ail*} nation of the dies lotieat, 
borne in soft an then silken pimon& ply, 

And some fiom bough to bough delighted 
Some use, and ciiclmg light to peich again, 

A pleasing ininmui hums along the plain 
So, when a «tago s to pagean^ show^, 
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It gioat and ^mall aie like, appeal tlie beaux , 

In boxes some ■with spiuce pieten&ion sit, 

Sonic change tiom seat to seat withm the pit, 
Some loam the scenes, oi turning cease to 
Preluding music fills the lofty dome 

V\ hen thus a fly (if what a fly can say 
Deseives attention) lais'd the luial lay 

Where late Ammtoi made a njmph a biide, 
Joyful I fle'w by young Favoma’s side. 

Who, mindless of the feasting, i\ent to sip 
The balm} pleasuie of the shepheid’s lip 
I saw the wanton, ■\^hele I stoop’d to sup, 

And half lesoh’d to dio-wn me in the cup , 

Till, blush d by caieless hands, she soai’d dbo^e 
Cease, beauty, cease to vex a tendei love 
Thus ends the youth, the buzzing meadow lung, 
And thus the iival of his music sung 

When suns by thousands shone in orbs of deu , 

I wafted soft with Zeph}ietta flew , 

Saw the clean pail, and sought the milky cheei. 
While little Daphne seiz’d my loving deal 
Wietch that I was ’ I might have warn’d the dame, 
Yet sat indulging as the dangei came 
But the kind huntiess left hei free to soai 
Ah » guard, ye lovers, guaid a mistiess more 


Thus from the fein, whose high-pi ejecting arms, 
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litO lidtion bout dutok} b»\tlim:), 

The fc^\<unb then lovem eas} music bieatlie, 

AV lieu tongues and tumult stun the held beneath 
Black ants in teams come daikoning* all the load, 
Some call to maich, and some to lift the load ; 
Ihey stiain, the} lahoiii with incessant pains, 
Piess’d b} the cumbious weight oi single grams 
The flies stmek silent gaze with w^ondei down 
The busy burgheis leach their eaithy town, 

Where lay the burthens of a wmtiy stoie, 

And thence nnw’^eaned part m seaich of moie 
Yet one giave sage a moment’s space attend'', 

■\nd the small city’s loftiest point ascends. 

Wipes the salt dew that tiicliles down liis face, 
And thus haiangues them with tlio giarest giace 

Ye foolish nurslings of the summei an, 

These gentle tunes and whining songs foibeai , 
Youi trees and whispeimg breeze, }oui gio-ve and 
lo^e, 

Youl Cupid’s quuei, and his inothei s dote 
Let balds to busine-ss bend then Mgorous wing, 
And sing but seldom, if the} lo> e to sing 
Else, wdien the floweiets of the season fail, 

And this }oui feiny shade foisakes the vale, 
Though one would save ye, not one gram of wheat 
Should pay such songsters idling at my gate 

He ceas’d the flies, incoiiigibly vain, 

Heaul tho ma}oi’s speech, and fell to "ing agdiii 
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\N ELEGY, 10 AN OLD BIAUTY 

In vain pooi nymph, to please oui youthful sight 
You sleep in cieam and fi outlets all the night, 
Youi face with patches soil, i\ith p?int lepaii, 
Diess ith gay gow ns, and shade w ith foieign hdii 
If tiuth, m spite of manneis, must be told, 

Why leally fifty five is something old 

Once you weie }oung , oi one, whose life’s so long 
She might have borne my rnothoi, tells me wrong 
And once, since env}’s dead befoie }ou die. 

The women own, ^ou play’d a spaiklmg eye, 
Taught the light foot a modish little tup, 

And pouted with the piettiest puiple lip 

To some new chaimei aie the loses fled. 

Which blew, to damask all thy cheek with led , 
Youth calls the Giaces theie to fix their leign. 
And ails by thousands fill then easy tiain 
So paiting summei bids hei floweiy piime 
Attend the sun to diess some foieign clime, 

While witheiing seasons m succession, heie, 

Stiip the gay gaidens, and defoim the year 

But thou, since natuie bids, the woild lesign, 

’fib now thy dnughtei’s daiightei’s time to shine. 
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With moie addiess, oi such as pleases moie. 

She runs hei female exeicises o’ei, 

Unfuils 01 closes, laps oi turns the fan. 

And smiles, oi blushes at the cieatuie man. 

With qmckei life, as gilded coaches pass, 

In sideling couitesy she diops the glass 
With bettei stiength, on visit-days, she beais 
To mount hei hfty flights of ample staiis 
Hei mien, hei shape, hei tempei , eyes, and tongue, 
Aie suie to conquei, — foi the logue is }oung , 
And all that's madly wild, or oddly ga's , 

We call It only pietty Fannj’s wa) 

Let time, that makes you homely, make }0u sage , 
The sphere of msdom is the spheie of age 
'Tis tiue, when beauty dawms wnth eaily hie, 

And heais the flattering tongues of soft desiie. 

If not fiom viitue, from its giavest wa}s 
The soul with pleasing avocation stiays 
But beauty gone, 'tis easier to be wise , 

As haipeis bettei, by the loss of eyes 

Hencefoith letiie, i educe youi lOMng aiib, 

Haunt less the plays, and moie the public pia^ci^, 
Reject the Mechlin head, and gold biocade, 

Go pi ay, in sobei Noiwich ciape anay’d 
Thy pendant diamonds let thy Fanni take, 

(Then ti embling lusti e show s how much } ou shake , ) 
Oi bid hei weal thy necklace row’d with pcail, 
You’ll find YOU! Fanny an obedient giil 

M 
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So foi the lest, with less incumhiance hung, 

You walk thiough life, unmmgled with the young* 
And view the shade and substance, as ^ou pass, 
With joint endeavoui tiiflmg at the glass, 

Oi Folly diest, and i ambling all hei days, 

To meet hei counteipait, and grow by piaise 
Yet still sedate youiself, and giavely plain, 

You neithei fiet, nor envy at the vain 

Twas thus, if man with woman we compaie, 

The wise Athenian cioss’d a glitteimg fan 
Unmov’d by tongues and sights, he walk’d the 
place, 

Thiough tape, toys, tinsel, gimp,peifume, and lace, 
Then bends fiom Mais’s hill his avful eyes, 

And — What a voild I nevei want ’ ’ he cues , 
But cues unheaid , foi Folly will be fiee 
So paits the bu7zmg gaudy crowd, and ho 
As caieless he foi them, as they foi him , 

He wrapt in wisdom, and they whiil’d by iibim 



or PYlllNI LL, 


83 


THE BOOK-WOllM 

CoMF luthei , boy, we’ll hunt lo-day 
The book-\\oim, lavcuing beast of piey, 
Psoduc’d by paient Eaitli, at odds, 

As fame lepoits it, with the gods 
Him fi antic hungei wildly drives 
Against a thousand authois’ lives 
Through all the fields of wit he flies , 
Dieadful his head with clusteiing eyes, 
With horns without, and tusks within, 
And scales to seive him foi a skin 
Obsene him neaily, lest he climb 
To wound the baids of ancient time, 

Oi down the vale of fancy go 
To teal some modem wnetch below 
On eveiy cornei fi\ thine ej e, 

Oi ten to one he slips thee by 

See wheie his teeth a passage eat • 
We’ll louse him fiom the deep retieat 
But wdio the shekel’s forc’d to give ^ 
’Tis sacied Virgil, as I live ^ ^ 

Piom leaf to leaf, fiom song to song, 
He diaws the tadpole foim along. 

He mounts the gilded edge befoie, 
He’s up, he scuds the covei o’er, 
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He turns, he doubles, theie he past, 

And heie we have him, caught at last 

Insatiate biute, whose teeth abuse 
The sweetest seivants of the Muse — 
Nay, nevei offei to deny, 

I took thee in the fact to fly 
His roses nipt in every page, 

My pool Anacreon mourns thy rage , 

By thee my Ovid wounded lies , 

By thee my Lesbia’s Spaiiow dies , 

Thy rabid teeth have half destroy’d 
The woik of love m Biddy Floyd , 

They lent Belinda’s locks away, 

And spoil’d the Blouzelmd of Gay 
Foi all, foi eveiy single deed, 
Relentless justice bids thee bleed 
Then fall a victim to the Nine, 

Myself the piiest, my desk the shiine 

Bung Homei, Viigil, Tasso neai, 

To pile a sacied altai heie 
Hold, boy, thy hand out-iuns thy wit. 
You leach’d the plays that Dennis writ 
You reach’d me Philips’ lustic stiain , 
Pi ay take yom mortal baids again 

Come, bind the victim, — theie he lies, 
And here between his numeious eyes 
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Thib \ eneiable dust I lay, 
rioiu nianusciipts ]iist swept away 

The goblet m my hand I take, 

Foi the libation’s yet to make 
A health to poets * all then days. 

May they have biead, as well as piaise , 

S se may they seek, and less engage 
In papeis fill’d with paity lage 
But if then iiches spoil their vein, 

Ye Muses, make them pooi again 

Now bung the weapon, yondei blade, 
^ylth which m} tuneful pens aio made 
I stake the scales that aim thee lound, 
Vnd tivice and thrice I punt the wound , 
The sacied altai floats with led, 

And now he dies, and now he’s dead 

How like the son of Jo^e I stand. 

This Hydia sti etch’d beneath my hand ’ 
Lay baie the monstei’s entiails heie. 

To see what dangeis thieat the yeai 
Ye gods ^ what sonnets on a wench * 
What lean tianslations out of Fiench * 

*Tis plain, this lobe is so unsound, 

S prints, befoie the months go lound 


But hold, befoie I close the scene, 



86 


THE POEMS 


The sacied altai should be clean 

0 had I Shadwell’s second ba^s, 

Oi, Tate, thy peit and humble la-\s ^ 
(Ye pair, foigive me, when I vow 

1 nevei miss’d youi woiks till now,) 

I’d teai the leaves to wipe the shime. 
That only way you please the Nine 
But since I chance to want these two, 
I’ll make the songs of Dm fey do 

Rent fiom the coips, on yondei pm, 

I han^ the scales that biac’d it in , 

I hang my studious mom ng gown. 

And wiite my own insciiption down 

‘ This tiophy fiom the Python won, 
This lobe, in which the deed was done, 
These, Painell, gloiying in the feat, 
Hung on these shelves, the Muses’ scat 
Heie Ignoiance and Hungei found 
Laige lealms of vit to lavage lound , 
Heie Ignoiance and Hungei fell , 

Two foes m one 1 sent to hell 
Ye poets, ivho my labouis see, 

Come shaie the tiiumph all with me ^ 
Ye ciitics, bom to vex the Muse, 

Go mom 11 the giand ally you lose 
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AN ALLEGOEY ON MAN 

A THOUGiirpuL being, long and spaie, 
Oui lace of molt^ls call him Caie, 

(Weie Homei liiing, well he knew 
What name the gods have call’d him too,) 
With fine mechanic genms wrought, 

And lov’d to woik, though no one bought 

This being, by a model bred 
In JoTe’s eteinal sable head, 

Contiiv’d a shape impowei’d to bieathe, 
And be the woi Idling here beneath 

The man lose staimg, like a stake ; 
Wondeiing to see himself awake ’ 

Then look’d so wise, befoie he knew 
The business he was made to do , 

That, pleas’d to see with what a giacc 
He gravely show’d his foiwaid face, 

Jove talk’d of bieedmg him on high, 

An undei -something of the sky 

But eie he gave the mighty nod, 

Which e-vei binds a poet’s god* 

(Foi which his culls ambiosial shake^ 
And mother Eaith’s oblig’d to quake,) 
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He saw old mothei Eaith aiise, 

She stood confess’d befoie his eyes , 

But not with ^hat read she woie 
A castle foi a ciown befoie, 

Nor with long stieets and longer loack 
Dangling behind hei , like commodes , 

As yet with wieaths alone she drest, 

And ti ail’d a landskip-painted vest 
Then thiice she rais’d, as Ovid said 
And thrice she bow’d hei weighty head 

Her honours made, gieat Jove, she cued, 
This thing was fashion’d fiom my side, 

His hands, his heait, his head, aie mine , 
Then what hast thou to call him thine ^ 

Nay lathei ask, the monaich said 
What booth his hand, his heait, his head, 
Weie what I gave lemov’d away^ 

Thy pait’s an idle shape of clay 

Hahes, more than halves ^ ciied honest Caie 
Youi pleas would make youi titles fan, 

You claim the body, you the soul. 

But I who join’d them, claim the whole 

Thus with the gods debate began, 

On such a tiivial cause, as man. 

And can celestial tempeis rage ^ 

Quoth Virgil m a latei age 
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As thus they \vi angled, Time came b> , 
(Theie’s none that paint him such as I, 

Foi what the fabling ancients sung 
Makes Saturn old, when Time was }oung ) 
As }et his winteis had not shed 
Then silvei honouis on his head , 

He just had got his pinions fiee 
Fiom his old sue Eternity 
A seipent girdled lound he woio, 

The tail within the mouth, before , 

By which our almanacks aie cleai 
That leai ned Eg^ pt meant the veai , 

A staff he canmd, wheie on high 
A glass was fi^’d to measiiie h'^, 

As ambei boxes made a show 

Foi heads of canes an age ago 

His "v est, for day, and night, w as py ’d , 

A bending sickle aim’d his side , 

And spiing’s new months his tiam adoin , 
The othei seasons weie unborn 

Known by the gods, as neai he diawb, 

They make him umpiie of the cause 
O’ei a low trunk his aim he laid, 

Wheie since his houis a dial made , 

Then leaning heard the nice debate, 

And thus pionounc’d the woids of fate 

Since body fiom the paient Eaith, 

And soul fiom Jove lecen’d a biith 
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theywheie they first began, 

ICO then union makes the man, 

>ve and Eaitli shall pait these 
le, TV ho join’d them, man is '^ue 

If 

ad, and spiung widi ggieei 
ace a ciicle foi the yeai , 
le evei since the seasons wheel, 
tiead on one another’s heel 

well, said Jove , and foi consent 
indeiing he shook the firmament 
1 umpire Time shall have his way, 
th Caie I let the cieatuie stay 
t business vex him, avaiice bhnd, 
t doubt and knowledge lack his mind, 
^t eiioi act, opinion speak, 
nd -want afflict, and sickness bieak, 
nd angei bum, dejection chill, 
ind joy distiaci, and soriow kill 
Till, aim’d by Caie, and taught to mow. 
Time diaws the long destiuctive blow , 
And wasted man, whose quick decay 
Comes huriying on befoie his day, 

Shall only find by this deciee, 

The soul flics soonei back to mo 
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AN IMITATION OF SOME FRENCH VFRSr 

RpLEisiiLLSS Time ^ destiOMng po^’^ei, 
Whom stone and hi ass ohev, 

Who giv’sL to e^eij fl}mg lioui 
To 'v^oik some ne^v deca}’, 

Unheaid, unheeded, and unseen, 

Thy seciet saps preiail, 

And rum man, a nice machine, 

By natuie foam’d to fail 
My change aiiives , the change I meet, 
Before I thought it nigh 
hly spring, my -veais of pleasuie fleet, 

And all then beauties die 
In age I seaich, and only And 
A pool unfimtful gam, 

Gla^e Wisdom stalking slon behind 
Oppiess’d ^ith loads of pain 
Mv ignoiance could once beguile. 

And fancied J03S inspiie , 
hly eriois cheiish’a Hope to smile 
On newly-boin Desiie 
But now experience shew s the bliss 
For which I fondly sought, 

Not -woith the long impatient \Msh, 

And ardoui of the thought 
My youth met Foitune fan aiiay’d, 

(In all hei pomp she shone,) 
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And miglit, peihaps, have well e'^^bay’d 
To make hei gifts my own 
But when I saw the blessings shower 
On some unwoithy mind, 

I left the chase, and own’d the powei 
Was justly painted blind 
I pass’d the gloiies which adoin 
The splendid couits of kings, 

And while the peisons mov’d my scoin, 

I lose to scoin the things 
My manhood felt a vigorous fiie, 

By love inci eas’d the moie , 

But yeais with coming yeais conspiie 
To bieak the chains I voie 
In weakness safe, the sex I see 
With idle lustie shine , 

Foi what aie all then joys to me, 

Which cannot now be mine ^ 

But hold — I feel my gout dcciease, 

My tioubles laid to lest, 

And tiutlis, which would distuib my peace, 
Aie painful tiuths at best 
Vainly the time I have to loll 
In sad leflection flies , 

Ye fondling passions of my soul ’ 

Ye sweet deceits * aiise 
I wisely change the scene within, 

To things that us’d to please , 

In pain, philosophy is spleen, 

In health, ’tis only ease 
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A NIGm -PIECE ON DEATH 

By the blue tapei’s trembling light, 

No moie I waste the ^\akeful night, 
Intent with endless view to poie 
The schoolmen and the sages o’ei 
Then books fiom wisdom widely stiaj, 

Oi point at best the longest way 
ITl seek a readiei path, and go 
Wheie wisdom’s suiely taught below^ 

How deep yon azuie d}es the sky, 

Wheie 01 bs of gold unnumbei’d lie, 
While thiough then lanks m silvei pnde 
The nether ciescent seems to glide ^ 

The slumbeimg bieeze foigets to bieathe 
The lake is smooth and cleai beneath, 
Wheie once again the spangled show 
Descends to meet oui eyes below 
The gioundb which on the light aspiie, 
In dimness fiom the view letue 
The left presents a place of giaves, 
Whose wall the silent w^atei la\es 
That steeple guides thy doubtful sight 
Among the livid gleams of night 
Theie pass, with melanchoh state 
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By all the solemn heaps of fate. 

And think, as softly-sad you tiead 
Abo\e the veneiable dead, 

‘ Time was, like thee they life posse&t, 

And time shall be, that thou shalt lest ’ 

Those g laves, vith bending osiei bound, 

That nameless heave the ciuinbled giound, 
Quick to the glancing thought disclose, 

Wheie toil and poveity lepose 

The flat smooth stones that beai a name, 

The chisers slendei help to fame, 

(Which eie oui set of fi lends decay 
Then fiequent steps may weai away,) 

A middle lace of moitals own, 

Men, half ambitious, all unknown 

The maible tombs that use on high, 

Whose dead m vaulted ai ches he, 

Whose pillais swell with sculptui’d stones, 
Aims, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 

These, all the poor lemains of state, 

Adorn the iich, oi praise the gieat , 

Who while on eaith m fame they live, 

Aie senseless of the fame they give 

Hah ^ while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 

The buistmg eaith unveils the shades » 

All slow, and wan, and wiapp’d wuth shiouds, 
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They use in vibionaiy cio-\\ds. 

And all with sobei accent ciy, 

‘ Think, moital, -uhat it is to die ' 

Now fiom yon black and funeial ye-w, 

That bathes the chainel-house with deiv, 
hlethmks I heai a Yoice begin , 

(Ye lavens, cease youi cioaking din. 

Ye tolling clocks, no time lesound 
O’ei the long lake and midnight giound 
It sends a peal of hollow gioans. 

Thus speaking fiom among the bones 

^ When men my scythe and daits supply, 
How gieat a king of feais am I ^ 

They Mew me like the last of things 
Tney make, and then they diead, my stings 
Fools * if 50U less piorok’d 50111 feais, 

No moie my spectie foim appeal s 
Death’s but a path that must be tiod, 

If man would e^el pass to God , 

A poit of calms, a state of ease 
Fiom the lough lage of swelling seas 

^ Why then thy flowing sable stoles. 

Deep pendant cypiess, mouinmg poles. 
Loose scaifs to fall athwait thy weeds. 

Long palls, diawn heaises, co'vei’d steeds, 
And plumes of black, that, as ihoy tiead, 
Nod o’er the scutcheons of the dead ^ 
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‘ Noi can the paited body know, 

Noi wants the soul, these foims of woe 
As men who long m piison dwell, 

With lamps that glimmei lound the cell, 
Whene’ei then sufleimg yeais aie lun, 
Spiing foith to gleet the ghttenng sun . 
Such ]oy, though fai transcending sense 
Have pious souls at paitmg hence 
On eaith, and m the body plac’d, 

A few, and evil yeais they waste ; 

But when then chains aie cast aside, 
See the glad scene unfolding wide, 

Clap the glad wing, and towei away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day ’ 
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A RYirS 10 CONTLMMPM^ 

Lo\ EL\ , lasting peace of mind ’ 
eet delight of human-kind ^ 
Heaventy-bom, and bied on high, 

To Clown the farouiites of the sky 
With moie of happiness below. 

Than •Mctois in a tnumph know * 
Whithei, O whither ait thou fled, 

To lay thy meek, contented head , 
What happy legion dost thoa please 
To make the seat of calms and ease ^ 

Ambition seaiches all its spheie 
Of pomp and state, to meet thee there 
Enci easing Aval ice would find 
Thy presence in its gold enshiin’d 
The bold ad\entuiei ploughs his wav 
Through locks amidst the foaming sea, 
To gam thy lo^e , and then peiceives 
Thou wert not m the locks and wa\es 
The silent heait, which giief assails, 
Treads soft and lonesome o’er the vales. 
Sees daisies open, u\eis iiin, 

And seeks, as I have vainly done, 
Amusing thought ; but leains to know 
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That solitude’s the nuise of ^^oe 

No leal happiness is found 

In ti ailing puiple o’ei the giound , 

Oi in a soul exalted high, 

To lange the ciicuit of the sky, 

Conveise with stais above, and know 
All natuie in its foims below. 

The lest it seeks, in seeking dies, 

And doubts at last, for knowledge 

Lovely, lasting peace, appeal ’ 

This woild itself, if thou art heie, 

Is once again with Eden blest, 

And man contains it in his bieast 

’Twas thus, as uuJci shade I stood, 

I sung my wishes to the wood, 

And lost in thought, no moie peiceiv’d 
The blanches whispei as they wavd 
It seem’d, as all the quiet place 
Confess’d the piesence of the Giace 
When thus she spoke — Go lule thy willj 
Bid thy w lid passions all be still, 

Know God — and bung thy heait to know 
The joys which fiom lehgion flow 
Then every Giace shall piove its guest, 
And I’ll be theie to ciown the lest 

Oh ^ by yondei mossy seat, 
my houis of sweet letreat, 
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Might I thus my soul employ, 

With sense of g latitude and joy ^ 

Rais'd as ancient piophets \Aeic, 

In heavenly \ision, piaise, and piajer , 
Pleasing all men, hinting none, 

Pleas’d and bless’d with God alone 
Then i\hile the gaidens take my sight, 
With all the colouis of delight, 

While silvei vaters glide along, 

To please my eai, and comt my song , 
ril lift iny voice, and tune my stung, 
And thee, gieat somce of natuie, sing 

The sun that valks his any way, 

To light the woild, and give the day , 

The moon that shines with bon ow'd light 
The stais that gild the gloomy night , 

The seas that loll unnumbei’d va^es , 

The wood that spieads its shady leaves , 
The field whose eais conceal the giam. 
The yellow tieasuie of the plain , 

All of these, and ail I see, 

Should be sung, and sung by me 
They speak then makei as they can, 

But want and ask the tongue of man 

Go seaich among }oui idle dieam^, 

Youl busy 01 youi vam e\ti ernes , 

And find a life of equal bliss, 

Or own the nc\t begun in this 
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THE HERMIT 

Fak in a wild, unknown to public view, 

Fiom youth to age a leveiend heimit giew ; 

The moss his bed, the cave his humble cell, 

His food the fruits, his dunk the ciystal well 
Remote from man, with God he pass’d the days, 
Prayei all his business, all his pleasuie piaise 

A life so sacied, such seiene lepose, 

Seem’d heaven itself, till one suggestion lose , 
That vice should timmph, viitue vice obey, 

This spiung some doubt of Pi evidence’s swa} 

His hopes no moie a ceitain piospect boast, 

And all the tenoui of his soul is lost 
So when a smooth expanse lecenes impiest 
Calm natuie’s image on its w’^ateiy bieast, 

Down bend the banks, the tiees depending glow, 
And skies beneath with answering colours glow • 
But if a stone the gentle scene divide, 

Swift lufflmg elides cuil on eveiy side, 

And glimmeimg fiagments of a bioken sun. 
Banks, trees, and skies, in thick disordei lun 

To deal this doubt, to know the woild by sight. 
To find if books, oi swains, lepoit it light, 

(Foi yet by swains alone the w’^oild he knew, 
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Whose feet came w andermg o*ei the nightly ,) 
He quits his cell, the pilgiim-staft he boie. 

And fix’d the scallop in his hat befoie , 

Then with the sun a using journey went, 

Sedate to think, and watching each e\ent. 

The morn was wasted in the pathless giass, 

And long and lonesome was the wild to pass. 

But when the southern sun had w^aim’d the day, 

A youth came posting o’ei a ciossmg way, 

His laiment decent, Ins complexion fan, 

And soft in gi aceful iinglets wa-v’d his han 
Thenneai appi caching, Fatliei, hail he cued , 

And hail, my son,’^ the leveiend sue leplied ; 
Words follow’d woids, fiom question answ^ei flow’d, 
And talk ot vaiioiis kind deceiv’d the load. 

Till each with othei pleas’d, and loth to paif, 
While m then age tliey difiei, join m heait 
Thus stands an aged elm in hound. 

Thus youthful ivy clasps an elm aiound 

Now sunk the sun , the closing houi of day 
Came onwaid, mantled o’ei with sobei giay , 
Natuie m silence bid the w^oild lepose ; 

When neai the load a stately palace lose 
Theie by the moon thiough i anks of ti ees they pass, 
Whose vei dm e ci own’d then sloping sides of glass 
It chanc’d the noble mastei of the dome 
Still made his house the wandeiing stiangei’s home 
Yet still the kindness, fiom a thnst of piaise, 
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Piov’d tlie \am flouii&h of expelisive ease 
The pan anive the livened seivants wait, 

Then loid leceives them at the pompous gate 
The table g loans with costly piles of food, 

And all is moie than hospitably good 

Then led to lest, the day’s long toil they diown, 

Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and heaps of down 

At length ’tis mom, and at the dawn of day, 
Along the wide canals the zephyis pla^ , 

Flesh o’ei the gay paiteries the bieezes cieep, 
And shake the neighbouiing wood to banish 
sleep 

Up use the guests, obedient to the call 
An eaily banquet deck’d the splendid hall , 

Rich luscious wine a golden goblet giac’d. 

Which the kind mastei foic’d the guests to taste 
Then, pleas’d and thankful, fiom the poich they go, 
And, but the landloid, none had cause of woe , 
His cup was vanish’d , foi in seciet guise 
The youngei guest puilom’d the glittering piize 

As one who spies a seipent in his way. 

Glistening and basking in the summei lay, 

Disoi del’d stops to shun the dangei neai, 

Then walks with faintness on, and looks with feai , 
So seem’d the sue , when fai upon the load, 

The shining spoil his wily paitnei show’d 
He stopp’d with silence, walk’d with tiemblmg 
heart, 

And much he wish’d, but duist not ask to pait . 
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Muimuiaig he lift's hib e}es, and thinks it haid, 
That geneions actions meet a base le^v^aid 

While thus they pass, the sun his glc^y shiouds, 
The changing skies Lang out then sable clouds , 
A sound 111 an piesag’d appioaching lam, 

And beasts to coicit scud acioss the plain 
Warn’d b} the signs, the wandeiing pan letieat, 
To seek foi sheltei at a neighbouiing seat 
’Twas built with tunets, on a using giound, 

And stiong, and laige, and nmmpiov’d aiound , 
Its ownei’s tempei, timoious and sereie, 

Unkind and giiping, caus’d a deseit theie 

As neai the misei’s hea^^ doois they diew, 

Fieice using gusts with sudden fuiy blew , 

The nimble lightning ini\^d wuth showeis began, 
And o'ei then heads loud i oiling thundei lan 
Heie long the} knock, but knock oi call m lam, 
Diiven by the wind, and battei’d by the lain 
At length some pit} w aim’d the mastei’s bieast, 
(’Twas then, his thicsliold fiist lecciv’d a guest,) 
Slow cieaking turns the dooi with jealous caie, 
And half he welcomes in the shneimg pan , 

One fi ugal faggot lights the naked wails. 

And natuie’s feivoui thiough then limbs lecalls 
Biead of the coaisest soit, with eagei wme, 

Each haidl} gianted, seiv’d them both to dine ; 
And when the tempest fiist appeal’d to cca=e, 

A leady warning bid them pait in peace 
With still lemaik the pondeiing heimit Mew’d 
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In one so iich, a life so pooi and lude , 

4nd why should such, wuthin himself ho ciied, 
Lock the lost wealth a thousand want beside ? 

But what new maiks of wondei soon took place 
In eveiy settling featuie of his face. 

When fiom his vest the young companion boie 
That cup, the geneious landloid owm’d befoie, 
And paid piofusely with the piecious bowl 
The stinted kindness of this chmlish soul > 

But now the clouds in any tumult fly , 

The sun emeiging opes an azuie sky , 

A fieshei gieen the smelling leaves display, 

And, glitteiing as they tiemble, cheei the day 
The weathei couits them fiom the pooi letieat, 
And the glad mastei bolts the w^aiy gate 

While hence they walk, the pilgiiin’s bosom 
\vi ought 

With all the tiavel of unceitain thought, 

His paitner’s acts without then cause appeal, 
Twas theie a vice, and seem’d a madness heie: 
Detesting that, and pitting this, he goes, 

Lost and confounded with the vaiious shows 

Now night’s dun shades again involve the sky, 
Again the wandeieis want a place to lie, 

Again they seaich, and find a lodging nigh 
The soil impiov’d aiound, the mansion neat, 

And neithei pooily low, noi idly gieat 
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It faoeinM to speak its mahtei’s turn of mmd. 
Content, and not foi piaise, but \ntue kind 

Hithei the 'v\alkeis turn with i\ediy feet, 

Then bless the mansion, and the mastei gieet 
Then gieetmg fan bestow’d, with modest guise, 
The CO ’1 toons mastci lieais, and thus leplies 

Without a \ain, without a giudgmg heait, 

To "him who gi\es us all, I }ield a pait, 

Fiom him }ou come, foi him accept it heie, 

A fiank and sobei, moie than costly cheei ” 

He spoke, and bid the welcome table spiead, 

Then talk’d of viitue till the time of bed, 

When the giave household lound his hall lepaii 
Warn’d by a bell, and close the houis with pia'sei 

At length the woild, lenew’d by calm lepose. 

Was stiong foi toil, the dappled mom aiose 
Befoie the pilgiims pait, the >oungei ciept 
Neai the clos’d ciadle wheie an infant slept, 

And wiith’d his neck the landlord’s little piide, 
0 stiange return * giew black, and gasp’d, and died 
Hoiror of honois ^ what > his only son ' 

How look’d oui lieimit when the fact was done ^ 
Not hell, though hell’s black jaws m sundei pait, 
And hieathe blue fiie, could nioie assault his heait 

Confus’d, and stiuck with silence at the deed, 

He files, but, tiemhling, fails to fly with speed 
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His steps tliG yolitli pm sues the countiy hy 
Peiplex’d ^uth loads, a seivant showed the way 
A nvei cioss’d the path , the passage o’ei 
Was nice to find , the seivant tiod befoie 
Long aims of oaks an open budge supplied, 

And deep the waves beneath the bending glide 
The youth, who seem’d to watch a time to sm, 
Appioach’d the caieless guide, and thiust him in , 
Plunging he falls, and using lifts his head, 

Then flashing turns, and sinks among the dea^. 

Wild, spaiklmg lage inflames thefathei’s ejes, 
He buists the bands of fear, and madly cues, 

‘ ‘ Detested wi etch ’ — but scai ce his speech began, 
When the stiange paitnei seem’d no longei man 
His youthful face giew moie seienely sweet , 

His lobe turn’d white, and flow’d upon his feet, 
Pan lounds of ladiant points invest his haii , 
Celestial odouis bieathe thiough puipled an , 

And wings, whose colouis glittei’d on the day, 
Wide at his back then giadual plumes displa} 
The foim etheieal buists upon has sight, 

And moves m all the majesty of light 

Though loud at fiist the pilg urn’s passion giew, 
Sudden he gaz’d, and mst not what to do , 
Suipiise in secret chains his woids suspends, 

And m a calm his settling tempoi ends 
But silence here the beauteous angel bioke. 

The voice of mu>sic lavish’d as he spoke 
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Thy pi a} ei, thy piaise, thy hie to vice unknow n, 
In sweet memoual use befoie the tin one 
These chaims, success in oui biighi legion hn*l^ 
And foice an angel down, to calm thy mind , 

Foi this, commission’d, I foisook the sh'^, 

Nay, cease to kneel — thy iollo’^v-seivaut I 

Then know the tiuth of goveimnent duine, 

And let these sciuples be no longei thme 

^‘The Makei 3ustly claims that woild he made, 

In this the light of Pro\idence is laid ; 

Its sacied majesty thiough all depends 
On using second means to woik his ends 
Tis thus, withdiawn in state fiom human eye 
The powei exeits his attributes on high, 

Youi actions uses, noi controls youi will, 

And bids the doubting sons of men be still 

What stiange events can stake with moiesuipiise, 
Than those which lately stmek th} wondeimg eye^ ^ 
Yet taught by these, confess tV Almighty just, 
And wheie you can’t uniiddle, leain to trust * ^ 

The gieat, vam man, who fai’d cn costly food, 
Whose life was too luxuiious to be good , 

Who made his ivoij stands with goliiels sliiae, 
And forc’d ha guests to morning diaughts of wnu.% 
Has, with the cup, the gi aceless custom lost, 

And still he welcomes, but with less of cost 
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‘^The mean, suspicious wietcli, whose bolted dooi 
Ne’ei mov’d in duty to the wandeiing pooi , 

With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That hea\en can bless, if moitals will be kind 
Conscious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compassion touch his giateful soul 
Thus aitists melt the sullen oie of lead, 

With heaping coals of fiie upon its head , 

In the kind waimth the metal leains to glow, 

And loose fiom dioss, the silvei luns below 

“ Long had oui pious fiiend in vntue tiod. 

But now the child half-wean’d his heait fiom God , 
Child of his age, foi him he liv’d in pain. 

And measui’d back his steps to eaith again 
To what excesses had this dotage lun ’ 

But God, to save the fathei, took the son 
To all but thee, in fits he seem’d to go. 

And ’twas my ministiy to deal the blow 
The pool fond paient, humbled in the dust, 

Now owns m teais the punishment was just 

‘‘But how had all his foitune felt a wiack. 

Had that false seivant sped in safety back ’ 

This night his tieasui’d heaps he meant to steal, 
And what a fund of chanty would fail’ 

“ Thus Heaven instincts thy mind this tiial o’er, 
Depait in peace, lesign, and sm no moie 
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On sounding pinions heie the youth Tiithdiew, 
The sage stood wondenng as the seiaph 
Thus look’d Eliblia, when, to mount on high, 
Hi's master took the chaiiot of the sky , 

The hery pomp ascending left the view , 

The piophet ga7’d, and iMsh’d to folloii too 

The bending heimit heie a pia'sei begun, 

** Loid ^ as in heaven, on eaith thj will be done ’ 
Then gladly tuining, sought his ancient place, 
And pass’d a life of piety and peace. 
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PIETY , OR THE VISION 

'Twas when the night in silent sable fled, 

When cheeiful moining spiung with using red, 
When di earns and vapouis leave to ciowd the buiin 
And best the Msion diaws its heavenly scene , 

’Tv as then, as slumbeiing on my conch I lay, 

A sudden splendoui seem’d to kindle day, 

A bieeze came bieathing in a sweet peifumo, 
Blown fiom eternal gaidens, fill’d the loom , 

And in a void of blue, that clouds invest, 
Appeal’d a daughtei of the lealms of lest , 

Hei head a iing of golden gloiy woie, 

Hei honoui’d hand the sacied volume boie, 

Hei laiment glitteiing seem’d a silvei white, 

And all hei sw eet companions sons of light 

Stiaight as I gaz’d, my feai and wmndei giew, 
Feai bail’d my voice, and wondei fix’d my view, 
When lo ^ a cheiub of the shining ciowd 
That bail’d as guaidian in hei azuie cloud, 

Fann’d the soft an, and downwaids seem’d to glide, 
And to ray lips a living coal applied 
Then w^hile the waimth o’ei all my pulses lan 
Diflusmg comfort, thus the maid began 

Wheie gloiiou^ mansions aie prepai’d above, 
The seats of music, and the seats of love, 
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Thence I descend, and Piety my name. 

To waim thy bosom \Mth celestial flame, 

To teach thee praises mix'd with humble pia\cis, 
And tune thy soul to sing seiaphic aiis 
Be thou my baid ” A Mai hoie she caught, 

(An angel’s hand the ci}Stal Mai hi ought,) 

And as Tuth a^\fiil sound the uoid -uas said. 

She poui’d a sacied unction on my head , 

Then thus pioceeded Be thy Muse thy zeaJ, 
Daie to be good, and all my joys ie\eal 
While othei pencils fiatteiing foims cieate, 

And paint the gaudy plumes that deck the gi eat , 
While othei pens exalt the i am delight. 

Whose \\asteful ie\el i^akes the depth of night , 

Oi othei s softly sing m idle lines 

Hou Damon couits, oi Amaiylhs shines; 

Moie 'iMsely thou select a theme dmne. 

Fame is then lecompense, 'tis heaven is thine 
Despise the laptuies of discoided fiic, 

Wheie wine, oi passion, oi applause inspiie 
Low lestless life, and i agings hoin of eaith, 
Whose meanei subjects speak then humble biith, 
Like woiking seas, that, when loud wmfeis blou, 
Not made for using, only zage beloi^ 

Mine IS a warn and -^et a lambent heat, 

Moie lastmg still, as moie intensely gieat, 
Pioduc’d -where piayei, and piaise, and pleasuie 
bieathe, 

And evei mounting hence it shot beneath 
Unpaint the leva, that, hoieiing o^ei beds. 
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Fiom glitteiing pinions guilty pleasuie sheds , 
Restoie the colom to the golden mines 
With Mhich behind the feather’d idol shines , 

To floweiing gieens give back then native caic, 
The lose and lily, nevei his to veai , 

To sweet Aiabia send the balmy bieath ; 

Stiip the fail flesh, and call the phantom Death , 
His bow be sabled o’ei, his shafts the same, 

And folk and point them with eternal flame 

But uige thy poweis, thine utmost voice ad- 
vance, 

Make the loud stiings against thy fingeis dance , 
’Tis love that angels piaise and men adoie, 

Tis love divine that asks it all and moic 
Fling back the gates of evei -blazing daj, 

Poui floods of liquid light to gild the waj , 

And all in gloiy wiapt, thiough paths iintiod 
Puisue the gieat unseen descent of God, 

Hail the meek virgin, bid the child appeal , 

The child is God, and call him Jesus heie 
He comes, but wheie to lest ? A mangel’s nigh. 
Make the gieat Being m a mangei he , 

Fill the wide sky with angels on the wing. 

Make thousands gaze, and make ten thousand 
sing , 

Let men afllict him, men he came to save, 

And still afllict him till he leach the giave , 

Make him lesign’d, his loads of soiiov meet, 

And me, like Maiy, weep beneath his feet , 
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ril bathe my tiosses theie, my piajeis leheaise, 
/nd glide in flames of lo\e along thy \eise 

“ Ah ’ while I speak, I feel my bosom swell, 

My laptuies smothei what I long to tell 
’Tis God ^ a piesent God ’ thiough cleaving au 
1 see the thione, and see the Jesus theie 
Plac’d on the light He shows the w ounds he bore, 
(M) feivouis oft have won him thus hefoie). 

How pleas’d he looks * my woids have leach’d his 
eai , 

He bids the gates unbai , and calls me neai ** 

She ceas’d The cloud on which she seem’d to 
tiead 

Its culls unfolded, and aiound hei spiead , 

Blight angels waft then wungs to laise the cloud, 
And sweep then ivoiy lutes, and sing aloud , 

The scene moves off, while all its ambient sks 
Is turn’d to wondious music as they fly , 

And soft the swelling sounds of music giow , 

And faint then softness, till they fail below 

My downy sleep the waimth of Phoebus bioke. 
And while my thoughts were settling, thus I spoke 
‘‘ Thou beauteous vision ' on the soul impiess d, 
When most my leason would appeal to lest 
Twas suie with pencils dipt in vaiious lights 
Some curious angel limn’d thy sacied sights , 
Fiom blazing suns his ladiant gold he diew, 
u 
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While moons the sihei gave, and an the blue 
ril mount the loving wind’s expanded %^ing, 
And seek the sacied hill, and light to sing , 
(Tis known in Jewiy w^ell) I’ll make my lays, 
Obedient to thy sammons, sound with piaise ” 

But still I feai, unw aim’d ivith hoty flame, 

I take foi tiuth the flatteiies of a dieam , 

And baiely wnsh the wondious gift I boast, 
And faintly piactiso what deseives it most. 

Indulgent Loid ’ whose giacious love displays 
Joy m the light, and fills the daik with ease ^ 
Be this, to bless my days, no dieam of bliss , 
Oi be, to bless the nights, my di earns like this 
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BVCCIIIS, OR, TUB DRUNKEN 
METAMORPIIOwSIS 

As Bacchus, langing at his leisuie, 

(Jolly Bacchus king of pleasuie ’) 

Chaim’d the wide woild Tilth dunk and dances 
And all his thousand any fancies, 

Alas ^ he quite forgot the \ihile 
His fayouute vines in Lesbos isle 

The god, letuimng eie they died, 

Ah ^ see my jolly Pauns, ’ he cued, 

* The leaves but haidly bom are red, 

And the haie arms foi pity spiead 
The beasts affbid a iich manuie ; 

Fl-y, my boTS, to bung the cuie , 

Up the mountains, o’ei the vales, 

Thiough the woods, and down the dales , 

Foi this, if full the clusters giov, 

Youi bowls shall doubly oveiflow ” 

So cheei’d, with moie ofiicious haste 
They bring the dung of eveiy beast , 

The loads they wheel, the loots they baie, , 
They lay the rich mamiie with caie ; 

"While oft he calls to laboui haid. 

And names as oft the led lev/ard 
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The plants lefiesh’d, new leaves appeal, 
The thickening clusteis load the yeai , 
The season swiftly purple giew, 

The giapes hung dangling deep with bin 

A vineyaid iipe, a day seiene 
Now calls them all to work again 
The Fauns thiough every fuiiow shoot 
To load then flaskets with the fiuit , 

And now the vintage eaily tiod, 

The wines invite the jovial god 

Stiow the loses, laise the song, 

See the master comes along , 

Lusty Revel join’d with Laughtei, 

Whim and Fiolic follow aftei 
The Fauns aside the vats remain, 

To show the woik, and leap the gam 
All aiound, and all aiound, 

They sit to not on the ground , 

A vessel stands amidst the img, 

And heie they laugh, and theie they sign 
Oi rise a jolly jolly band. 

And dance about it hand m hand , 

Dance about, and shout amain. 

Then sit to laugh and sing again 
Thus they dunk, and thus they play 
The sun and all their wits away 


But, as an ancient authoi sung, 
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The \me niaaurd mth eveiy dung, 

Fiom eveiy cieatuie stiangely drei\ 

A twang of buital natuie too ; 

'Tv as hence m dunking on the lawns 
New turns of humoui seiz’d the Fauns 

Heie one vas ciymg out, By Jove 
Anothei, ‘‘ Fight me m the giove 
This wounds a friend, and that the tiees , 

The lion’s tempei leign’d in these 

Anothei guns, and leaps about. 

And keeps a meiiy woild of lOut, 

And talks impeitinently fiee, 

And twenty talk the same as he , 

Chattel ing, idle, any, kind , 

These take the monkey’s turn of mind 

Heie one, that saw the Nymphs which stood 
To peep upon them fiom the wood, 

Skulks off to tiy if any maid 
Be lagging late beneath the shade , 

While loose discouise anothei laises 
In naked natuie’s plainest phrases, 

And eveiy glass he dunks enjoys. 

With change of nonsense, lust, and noise 
Mad and caieless, hot and vain ; 

Such as these the goat letain 


Anothei di inks and casts it up, 
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And dunks, and \\ants anotliei cup , 
bolenin, silent, and sedate, 

Evei long, and ovci late, 

Full of meats, and full of %\ine , 

This takes his tempei fiom the swine 

Heie some who haidiy seem to bieathe, 
Dunk, and hang the jaw beneath 
Gaping, tendei, apt to weep , 

Then natuie’s altei’d b} the sheep 

'Twas thus one autumn all the ciew, 

(If what the poets say be tiue) 

While Bacchus made the meiiy feast. 
Inclin’d to one oi othei beast , 

And since, ’tis said, foi many a mile 
He spiead the vines of Lesbos isle 
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ij^v BONlsrS THIRD SATIRE VERSIFIED 

Compassion checks iiiy spleen, yet scorn denies 
The teais a passage thiough my s'welling e}es 
To laugh 01 weep at sms, might idly show 
Unheedful passion, oi unfiaitful woe 
Satne ’ aiise, and tiy thy shaipei wa}^, 

If evei satiie cui’d an old disease 

Is not Religion (Heaven-descended dame) 

As woithy all om soul’s devoutest flame, 

As moial Viitue in hei eaily svay, 

When the best Heathens sav by doubtful dd\ 
Aie not the jojs, the piomis’d ]0}s above, 

As gieat and stiong to vanquish eaithly loie, 

As eaithly gloiy, fame, lespect, and show, 

As all lewaids then %iitue found below ^ 

Alas^ Religion pi Opel means pi epaies, 

These means aie ouis, and must its end be then 
And shall thy fathei’s spiiit meet the sight 
Of heathen sages cloth’d in heavenly light. 
Whose meiit of stiict life, severely suited 
To leason's dictates, may be faith imputed, 
Whilst thou, to vhom he taught the neaiei load, 
Alt eiei banish’d fiom the blest abode ^ 

Oh ^ if thy tern pel such a feai can find, 

This feai weie -valoui of the noblest kind 
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Dai’st thou piovoke, when lehel souls aspne, 

Th} Makei’s vengeance, and thy monaicli’s ue , 
Oi live entomb’d in ships, thy leadei’s piey, 

Spoil of the wax , the famine, oi the sea , 

In seaich of peail, in depth of ocean bieathe, 

Oi live, exil’d the sun, in mines beneath, 

Oi, wheie in tempests icy mountains loll, 

Attempt a passage by the noithein pole ^ 

Oi dai’st thou paich within the flies of Spam, 

Oi bum beneath the line, foi Indian gam ^ 

Oi foi some idol of thy fancy diaw 
Some loose-gown’d dame'? O com age made of 
btiaw ’ 

Thus, despeiate coiiaid, wouldst thou bold appeal, 
Yet when thy God has plac’d thee sentiy heie, 

To thy own foes, to his, ignoble yield, 

And leave, foi wais foi bid, th’ appointed field ? 

Know thy own foes , th’ apostate angel , he 
You strive to please, the foiemost of the thiee , 
He makes the pleasuies of his lealm the bait. 

But can he give foi love that acts in hate ^ 

The woild’s thy second love, thy second foe, 

The woild, whose beauties peiish as they blow, 
They fly, she fades heiself, and at the best, 

You giasp a withei’d stiumpet to ^oui hi east, 
The flesh is next, which m fimtion wastes, 

High flush’d with all the sensual joys it tastes 
While men the fair, the goodly soul destioy, 

Fiom w^hence the flesh has powei to taste a joy, 
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Seek thou Religion piimitively sound — 

Well, gentle fnend, but wheie may she be found 

By faith implicit blind Ignaio led, 

Thinks the blight seiaph fiom his countiy fled. 
And seeks hei seat at Rome, because know, 
She theie was seen a thousand yeais ago ; 

And loves hei lelic lags, as men obey 
The foot-cloth wheie the piince sat yesteiday 
These pageant foims aie whining Obed’s scorn, 
Who seeks Religion at Geneva bom, 

A sullen thing, whose coaiseness suits the ciowd, 
Though young, unhandsome , though unhand- 
some, proud , 

Thus, with the wanton, some peiveisely ]udge 
All giilb unhealthy but the countiy diudge 

No foieign schemes make easy Caepio loam. 

The man contented takes his chuich at home , 
Nay, should some pieacheis, seivile bawds of gam 
Should some new laws, ivhich like new fashions 
leign, 

Command his faith to count salvation tied, 

To visit his, and nsit none beside ; 

He giants salvation centies in his owui, 

And giants it centies but m his alone , 

Fiom youth to age he giasps the pioflei’d dame. 
And they confei his faith, 'who give his name , 

So fiom the guaidian's hands the wards, who live 
EnthialFd to guaidians, take the wuves they give 
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Fiom all piofesbions caieless Any flies, 

Foi all piofesbions can’t be good,” ho cues, 
And heie a fault, and theie anothei viei\fa, 

And lives unliv’d foi want of heait to choose , 

So men, ho know \\hat some loose giils have dore, 
Foi feai of mai lying such, will many none 
The chaims of all obsequious Couitly stuke , 

On each he dotes, on each attends alike , 

And thinks, as difieient countiies deck the dame, 
The di esses alteimg, and the sex the same 
So faies Religion, chang’d in outwaid show, 

But, His Religion still w^heie ei we go 
This blindness spiings fioni an excess of light, 
And men embiace the wiong to choose the light 
But thou of foice must one Religion own, 

And only one, and that the light alone , 

To find that light one, ask thy leveiend sue. 

Let his of him, and him of hib inquiie , 

Though Tiuth and Falsehood seem as twins allied, 
Theie’s eldeiship on Tiuth’s delightful side , 

Hei seek with heed — who seeks the soundest fiist^ 
Is not of no Religion, noi the woi&t 
T’ adoie, oi scoin an image, oi piotest, 

May all be bad , doubt wisely foi the best, 

’Tweie wiong to sleep, oi headlong lun astiay , 

It IS not wandeimg, to inquiie the way 

On a laige mountain, at the basis wide, 

Steep to the top, and ciaggy at the side. 

Sits sacred Truth enthion’d , and he who means 
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To leach ilie summit, mounts with weaij’' pains, 
Winds lound and lound, and eveiy turn essa-Vb, 
Wheie sudden bieaks lesist the shoitei wa^'- 
Yet laboui so, that eie faint age anji\e. 

Thy seaichmg soul possess hei lest alue 
To ^ oik by twilight weie to woik too late. 

And age is twilight to the night of fate 
To will alone, is but to mean delay, 

To woik at piesent is the use of day 
Foi man's employ much thought and deed lemain, 
High thoughts the soul, haid deeds the body stiain, 
And m}steiies ask believing, which to view, 

Like the fan Sun, aie plain, but dazzling too 

Be Tiuth, so found, with sacied hoed possest, 

Not kings have powei to teai it fiom thy bieast 
By no blank chaiteis liaim they whcie they hale 
Noi aie they vicais, hut tlie hands of fate 
Ah ’ fool and wietch, who lett’st thy soul be tied 
To human laws ’ oi must it so be tiled ^ 

Oi Will It boot thee, at the latest day. 

When Judgment sitb, and Justice asks thy p^ea. 
That Philip that, oi Giegoiy taught thee this, 

Oi John 01 Maitm^ All may teach amiss 

Foi eveiy contiaiy m each extieme 

This holds alike, and each may plead the same 

Wouldst thou to powei a piopoi duty show ^ 

’Tis th) fiist task the bounds oi: powei to know , 
The bounds once pass’d, it holds the same no moie, 



Its natuie alteis, it own’d befoie, 

Noi weie submission humbleness expiest, 

But all a low idolatiy at best 

Powei fiom above, saboidmately spiead, 

Sti earns like a fountain fiom th’ eternal head, 
Theie, calm and puie, the living wateis flo\», 

But loais a toiient oi a flood below ; 

Each flowei oidaind the maigins to adoin, 

Each native beauty, fiom its roots is tom 
And left on deserts, locks and sands, aio tost, 

All the long tiavel, and in ocean lost 

So faies the soul, which moie that powei leveies, 

Man claims fiom God, than what m God mheies 
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OiN BI5H0P BUENEf’S BEliSG SET ON FIRE 
IN HIS CLOSET 

From that due eia, bane to Sai urn's piide, 

Which bioke his schemesj and laid his fnends 
aside, 

He talks and wiites that popeiy Avill letuin, 

And we, and he, and all his woiks will bum 
What touch'd himself %vas almost faiily piov’d 
Oh, far fiom Biitain be the lest lemov’d ^ 

For, as of late he meant to bless the age, 

With flagiant piefaces of paity-iage, 

O’ei-wi ought with passion, and the subject’s 
weight. 

Lolling, he nodded m his elbow seat, 

Do^n fell the candle , giease and zeal conspiie, 
Heat meets with heat, and pamphlets bum then 
sire 

Heie crawls a pieface on its half-buin’d maggots, 
And there an mtioduction bungs its faggots . 
Then roais the piophet of the noithein nation, 
Scorch’d by a flaming speech on moderation 

Umvain’d by this, go on, the lealm to flight. 
Thou Baton vaunting in thy second-sight ' 

In such a ministry you safely tell. 

How much you’d sufter, if lehgion fell. 



